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“You poor kid, didn’t you get that awhil sear during 
your engagement?” 

“No, hon, it was while we were away on our honey 
moon!” 
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Entre 

M AXIE had a bad ease of the iitters. He 
eouldn’t keep his mind or his hands 
still. Well, nobody would worry mueh about 
his mind keeping still, but it was important 
that Maxie keep his hands still. He was 
a dentist. * * * 

And Rita Ryan was the eause of all the 
trouble. She had eome to work as Maxie’s 
nurse the week before. A blonde eyeful of 
sweet curves and soft skin, but was she eold! 
Every time Maxic touehed her hand aeei- 
dentally on purpose his own almost froze. 
Rita was very businesslike and efficient. 
Who wants a blonde to be businesslike and 
efficient—espeeially a blonde with curves and 
^in! 

* * * 

At night it was partieularly hard for 
Maxie. AII day at least he had her presenee 
to comfort him. Sometimes she even went 
so far as to smile. And onee her dress 
eaught in the filing eabinet and Maxie got 
a glimpse of peaeh fiesh above the top of 
her stoeking and between the bottom of her 
panties. The patient on the ehair at that 
moment got an awful jab in the jaw. 

* * * 

When Maxie tried to sleep it was terrible. 
He eouldn't think of anything but Rita. He 
would hug the pillow to him passionately, 
pretending that it was Rita, but what kind 
of comfort ean a man get from a pillow! 
Maxie threw it from lum in disgust and 


'Nous 

paeed the fioor thinking wild fantastic things 
about himself and the blonde. 

* * 

Our hero be^n to lose weight He lost 
his pep and spirit He walked around like 
a siek man. He didn’t want to go plaees 
and do things. He simply wanted Rita and 
when a man makes up his mind that he 
wants a eertain fcmme and that femme only, 
why the Queen of Sheba wouldn’t fill the 
bill. A friend invited Maxie to join him 
on a wild party, but he refused and dragged 
himself home alone. On the way home he 
bought a handful of magazines. Hc took 
these to bed with him and tried to read. 
One after another he disearded the books 
until a story finally held him. 

* ♦ ♦ 

Held him nothing! This one almost 
knoeked him out of bed! It put him to 
sleep with the swellest dreams of Rita. The 
next day when he went out to luneh he left 
the magazine open on his desk. When Rita 
sat down, as she would in his absenee, she 
eouldn't help reading the story. She did! 

* * 

That aftemoon, while working on a patient, 
Maxie touehed Rita’s hand and found it 
piping hot. And that evening—well, that 
story in PEP STORIES eertainly eured 
Maxie of the jitters and now he and Rita 
read it from cover to cover everj’’ month. 
You should, too. 













Stripping 



[ 8 ] 





By YIRGINIA MAXWELL 
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Waiting 
for a 
Thrill 


By C. S. MONTANYE 


B EGAUSE Gynthia Jerris was 
bom on July Eourth her 
playmates ealled her Pun- 
kie. That was when she was 
seven. The name stuek. At nine- 
teen, when she made her debut, 
got tight for the fiftieth time and 
eelebrated the anniversary, when 
she was all speed and sparkle and 
[ 10 ] 



























was Gynthia to those who raet her For exaraple: when she was a kid 
for the hrst time, she still re- Punkie was fascinated by the 
mained Punkie to the old erowd. strange tattoo designs on the hairy 
All her life she had been slight- ehest of Tony, the family iee man. 
ly batty. She did the craziest Tony had the hgure of a Turkish 
things for no good reason at all. daneing girl spread all over his 
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Waiting for a Thrill 


ehest. When he breathed deeply 
the girl wiggled and oseillated. It 
was a beguiling sight to the nine- 
year old Punkie. She made in- 
quiries as to where sueh art might 
be obtained and learned that for 
two or three dollars an elderly 
German, whose trade was almost 
exclusively nautieal, might be pre- 
vailed upon to exercise his skill. 

Punkie, with six dollars in her 
dime bank, used a button hook 
to fish out thirty ten eent pieees. 
With the tattoo artist’s address in 
hand she stopped at his studio one 
aftemoon when her elass at the 
Mayfair Sehool was dismissed. 
She stated her wants elearly and 
preeisely. 

“Und does your mudder know 
about dis?” the German inquired, 
in his best brogue. “Nefer do I 
vork mit out der bermission uf 
der gut barents.” 

Punkie lied like a trooper and 
displayed her thirty dimes. The 
sight of them, so shiny and new, 
eompletely overcame Teutonie 
seruples. The German requested 
the details, mumbling in his beard 
when Punkie stated her wants. 

“Listen,” he said. “Himmel! 
To do dot you vill haf to get un- 
dressed to der vaist yet!” 

“Pm ready,” Punkie said 
promptly. 

The artist muttered some more. 

“Bud,” he protested, “it ain’d 
niee for a frauline like you to get 
undressed before a man like me. 
Aeh!” 

Punkie smiled. 

“How about Adam and Eve?” 
she asked brightly. 

He didn’t have any answer to 
that and with another look at the 


dimes set to work when Punkie 
pulled off blouse, underwaist and 
eute little shirt. The tattoo needles 
hurt but she bore up bravely. 
When the job was linished Punkie 
had the slim Tree of Life growing 
up from her tummy. There were 
beautiful leaves on it and when 
she took deep breaths the leaves 
trembled just like the iee man’s 
daneing girl. 

When her own personal maid 
saw it she fainted. Punkie’s 
mother had hysteries. Her father 
did a number of things. He tried 
to have the German artist arrested 
and the Tree of Life erased. How- 
ever, the work had been well done 
and the Jerris’ family physieian 
shook his head and advised leav- 
ing it alone. So the art work re- 
mained with its trembling leaves 
while Punkie turned the mark of 
nineteen. 

In a way, putting on a waitress 
uniform and, together with ten 
other debutantes, waiting on the 
tables at the eharity dinner given 
for the Unemployed Relief at the 
Hotel St. Leigh, was as crazy as 
the tattoo inspiration. But Pun- 
kie didn’t lind that out until later. 
She made a eharming waitress. 
Her lustrous midnight hair, enor- 
mous blaek eyes and eream olive 
complexion were only a few of 
her attraetions. The abbreviated 
little Quaker eostume she wore 
brought out to advantage ripe 
rounded little breasts that asserted 
themselves impudently against the 
tight bosom of the dress, whieh, 
further down, elung snugly to her 
small boyish hips. The skirt was 
very short so that her gleaming 
silken knees and slender calves 


"Phone me at the hotei when you’ve got ererything ready 
for the eamera,** he wamed. 


were pretty mueh in evidence. 
She looked good. 

The only trouble was it was no 
eineh juggling a half dozen soup 
plates at the same time. And 
Punkie never knew there was so 
mueh roast beef and mashed po- 
tatoes in the world. She lugged 
roast beef and mashed potatoes 
until she was eonhdent the next 
day would lind her a striet vege- 
tarian. 

Eventually, all things do, the 


eharity dinner ended. Punkie 
was so tired that her good right 
arm drooped like a damp sponge. 
She had barely enough strength 
to take an elevator to the street 
and hunt up a taxicab. 

She still wore the waitress en- 
semble under a topeoat that swung 
open. While she waited for a eab 
to eome along Punkie Was eon- 
seious of the rather keen regard 
supplied by a young man who 
watehed her from the eomer. Fin- 
[13] 



14 


Waiting for a Thrill 



Wilmerding and Sandy Page, the 
two rivals for Punki^s love. 


ally he approaehed her 
and said: 

“How would you like 
to eam a hundred dol- 
lars?” 

Punkie looked at him. 

He was a very aristoeratie 
appearing person with the 
prohle of a eodhsh and 
slightly popped eyes. He 
had more nose than was 
absolutely neeessary or 
legal and a smile as dieer- 
ful as a rainy January 
afternoon. 

“Don’t annoy me,” 

Punkie requested. “Look 
up your keeper and have 
him take you home. If you don’t 
somebody will eome along and 
think you’re serious.” 

“I am serious,” he said, with 
another slant at the uniform. “Pm 
willing to pay ’you a hundred dol- 
lars for doing me a favor. If 
you’ll spare me a minute I’ll ex- 
plain.” 

“Not interested,” Punkie de- 
elared briefly. 

“Look here!” he went on, eateh- 
ing her arm. “You’ve got to 
listen! You’re the spittin’ image 
of Gynthia Jerris, the soeiety girl, 
and as sueh you’re going to hear 
me. Be sensible, I have no wish 
to defile or seduee you. This is 
purely a business proposition on 
aeeount of your resemblanee to 
the young lady I mentioned.” 

Punkie stared harder. She had 
been mistaken for many things in 
her eareer but never had she been 
bribed to impersonate herselL It 
was the uniform, of eourse. The 
aristoeratie youth thought she was 
a working girl who looked like a 


soeiety deb. It was all so funny 
that Punkie had a job eontrolling 
ribald mirth. 

“So I look like some soeiety 
dame?” she said, getting real 
slangy. “What about it?” 

The youth raised a Anger and a 
sixteen eylinder Hafadac eame 
drifting down to the eurb. A 
ehauireur opened the door and the 
young gentleman followed Punkie 
and his nose into the tonneau. 

“Now,” he began, after telling 
the beautifully dressed ehauAeur 
to drive around Gentral Park, “I’ll 
explain. Pirst, my name is Elmer 
Wilmerding. I’m from Ghieago. 
Surely you’ve heard of Wilmer- 
ding’s Winsome Baeons and Hams. 
That’s my father. We’ve taken a 
duplex apartment on Park Ave- 
nue and we’ve met some perfectly 
eharming people. In fact, I like 
all of them except a eertain snob 



Her own tattoo reminded her of 
the time when shc*d been so 
attraeted by the figure on the 
ieeman's ehest. 


by the name of Sanford 
Page.” 

Punkie suppressed a 
smile. She knew Sandy 
Page slightly. She had 
met him onee or twiee at 
yarious important soeial 
functions. Page was some 
guy. In addition to being 
worth a million and a half he 
played perfect polo at Westbury 
and was a butterAy along the 
glittering length of Broadway. 
Punkie remembered Page as a 
handsome devil, with a fascinat- 
ing personality and a whimsieal, 
humorous line most entertaining. 

She trailed a glanee at Elmer 
Wilmerding. Like fog the plot 
began to thieken. 

“Why don’t you like Mr.—the 
person you’re talking about.i”’ 

Wilmerding eoughed. 

“We’re both members of the 
Royal eiub and more than onee 
this Sanford Page has made me 



the butt of his eoarse eomedy. 
He eontinually linds mirth in the 
fact I eome from Ghieago and 
that my family are meat-paekers 
there. In fact, I’ve beeome mighty 
tired of it. For some time I’ve 
been looking for a ehanee to make 
an utter fool of Page and repay 
him in his own eoin. The instant 
I saw you I began to realize how 
it eould be done.” 

“Howr 

Wilmerding made a gesture. 

“Simply. Page is down at his 
plaee at Pilot Light on Long 
Island. He’s giving a house party. 
What’s to prevent you from erash- 
[15] 









ing it as the Miss 
Gynthia Jerris I 
spoke of? I eould 
have reporters and 
eamera men ready 
to expose the hoax 
at a given time. 
Think of the sensa- 
tion it would ereate 
in sodety eireles 
and Page’s humilia- 
tion upon leaming 
that instead of a 
soeiety girl he was 
entertaining a wait- 
ress!” 

“Yes, think of 
itl” Punkie eehoed. 
“You think of it 
while I get out and 
walk home.” 

“Wait! I’ll give 
you two hundred 
dollars! Really, 
your resemblanee is 
so amazing that I 
eannot let you go. 
Two hundred dol- 
lars, my good girl. 
Think of all the 
weeks you have to 
work to eam that 
mueh!” 

“You think—” 
Punkie began, and 
stopped. 

AII at onee she 
began to feel inter- 
ested. Goektail par- 
ties, ehasing around 


There eame a loud knoek 
on the door iust as Punkie 
pushed the dresser 
against it. 
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with a gang of half-wits and 
liquoring up to the King’s ad- 
miration had left her jaded and 
a good deal bored. Wilmerd- 
ing’s idea, Punkie saw, had pos- 


sibilities. She had taken an ex- 
treme dislike to the Ghieago 
baeon manufacturer’s oATspring. 
It was a ease of hate at hrst sight. 
Yet she felt that if she eould get 
[17] 
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Waiting for a Thrill 


a laugh out of it it would be worth 
while. 

“I’ll do it for five hundred dol- 
lars,” Punkie said, “and not a 
quarter eheaper.” 

Wilmerding patted her arm. 

“Fine! Perfectly great I What’s 
your name, my good girl.'”’ 

“Pm not good and I’m not your 
girl,” Punkie told him stiiHy. “My 
name is Mary O’Brien, sir. I’m 
Mr. and Mrs. O’Brien’s daugh- 
ter.” 

“Now, Mary,” Wilmerding re- 
sumed, “you’d better eall up your 
family and tell them you won’t be 
home for several days. Tell them 
anything plausible. Remember 
I’m paying you five hundred dol- 
lars. That ought to make you in- 
vent a good excuse.” 

“Tell your chauffeur to stop at 
a drugstore and I’ll ’phone,” 
Punkie replied. 

She ealled up 
the Jerris town 
house. Her 
mother was in 
Paris and her 
father fishing 
in Florida. All 
Punkie did was 
get hold of 
Austin, the 
butler, and tell 
him that she was off on another 
week-end party. 

Then she elimbed baek into 
Wilmerding’s ear and he took her 
to a talksoftly where he ordered a 
eouple of drinks and went into 
deeper details eoneeming the plot. 
Punkie absorbed it all and said 
she was ready to be his aeeom- 
pliee and tool. But all the time 
she was thinking how she eould 


get away with it down at Pilot 
Light. She would have to ehange 
her appearanee somehow. There 
would be people there that she 
might know and who might know 
her. 

“You’re a niee girl, Mary,” 
Elmer Wilmerding told her after 
his third shot of gin and green 
lime. “You get this revenge for 
me and I’ll do something big for 
you. How would you like to have 
an apartment of your own some- 
where and a pearl neeklaee.'”’ 

“Oh, I’d love it!” Punkie said. 

Wilmerding made a magniii- 
eent gesture. 

“I wouldn’t be surprised if you 
got both. Some people think I’m 
stingy but I’m not. Come, iinish 
your drink and then I’m taking 
you up to Park Avenue. You ean 
sleep in my sister’s room to- 
night she’s a- 
way at sehool 
in Yirginia. To- 
morrow morn- 
ing I’ll take 
you shopping 
for the kind of 
a n ev enin g 
gown Miss 
Jerris would 
wear.” 

“That,” Pun- 
kie said, “will be just too lovely 
for words.” 

The apartment was the type a 
ehieago meat-dealer eould be ex- 
peeted to have. Queen Ann, Tu- 
dor and Golonial fumiture gave 
eaeh other a pushing around. The 
plaee dripped with servants. Pun- 
kie spent the night in a strange 
bed between real linen sheets. 
Before {Continued on page 93) 


Avoid a dame 
Like Betty Flop 
She’s always saying, 
“Oh, please stop!” 



Pep Stories 
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SENORITA SALLE HAS A NEW BIG MOMENT AND 
WHAT A NAME SHE PIGKED FOR HIM! SHE GALLS 
HIM “COFFEE” BEGAUSE HE KEEPS HER UP ALL 
NIGHT! 


WE EOUND OUT ABOUT A PLAGE WHERE YOU GAN 
GET HOLD OF A BOOK OALLED "HOW TO MAKE 
YOUR GIRL LOVE YOU” FOR FIFTY GENTS. 


CLEVER GLARENGE SAYS HE WOULD ADVER- 
TISE eOMPANIONATE MARRIAGE LIKE THIS: 
PREE TRIAL IN YOUR OWN HOME. CLEVER. 
WHATf 


p.s. 
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D OES modesty 
pay? Susan 
Glendon had 
just about reaehed 
the eonelusion that it 
didn’t. Selling maga- 
zine subseriptions 
was proving to be a 
damed sight harder 
than praneing in the 
pony row of a musi- 
eal eomedy ehorus. 
It was harder than 
selling eigarettes in 
, a night elub, too. 
When the seven- 
teenth door was 
slammed in her face 
that morning Susan 
found herself beginning 


On the other stde oi the room the red- 
head was doHning ail of Susans elothes. 


























By 

ROBERT 

LESLIE 

BELLEM 


She gave up all the 
niee peppy things that 
other men ofjered her 
until she discovered 
that her boy friend 
was - 


to wish that she hadn’t 
taken Goeilrey Dale’s 
protests so all - hred 
seriously. She remem- 
bered the arguments 
she’d had with Dale. 

“A girl ean’t be 
prudish and make a 
sueeess on Broadway!” 
she had protested. 

Goeffrey Dale waved 
the argument aside. “I 
want you for myself. I 
don’t want eveiy yokel 
from up-state staring at 
your bare body.” 
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Susan Surrenders 


“But—it means more salary for 
me!” Susan said. 

Goeffrey Dale Aushed. “That’s 
right—rub it in! Just beeause the 
market hit me hard, and I ean’t 
afford to marry you right now—” 

“I don’t mean it that way Goef- 
frey dear!” Susan answered soft- 
ly. “And I don’t mind waiting 
until you feel you ean aflFord for 
us to get married.” 

“AII right, then. Quit think- 
ing about going bare on the 
stage!” Dale replied hufRIy. 

Susan dimpled. “An)^hing to 
please you, dear!” she replied. 
But seeretly she had wondered 
what partieular harm there would 
be in exposing her dainty, girlish 
eharms in the big tableau Anale 
of the show. The manager had 
offered her ten dollars more a 
week to take off the laey, silken 
brassiere of her eostume and sub- 
stitute a string of very small 
beads. 

That night the manager ealled 
her. “AII set for your new eos- 
tume.? I want you to appear in 
it for tomorroY^s matinee,” he 
said. 

Susan shook her head. “I—I’m 
afraid I ean’t do it.” 

The manager smiled sourly at 
her. “It’s your funeral, sister!” 
he said with Rnality. “You don’t 
possess an)rthing that I ean’t get 
in equal quantity from some of 
the other girls. They’re all will- 
ing to display as mueh of the skin 
you mustn’t toueh as I want ’em 
to—^beeause they want that extra 
salary. But for the sake of dis- 
eipline I’II have to ask you to do 
what I say—or else take your two 
weeks’ notiee.” 


Susan took the two weeks’ no- 
tiee. That’s what eame of being 
in Iove with Goe£Frey Dale. Dale 
was middle-aged and attractive, 
although his eyes were a little too 
elose together to make him look 
forthright. There was something 
evasive about him—but Susan 
eouldn’t see it. 

The show manager stared at 
her. “You mean you’II quit.?’_’ 

“I know where I ean get a job 
as eigarette girl in a night elub,” 
she answered. 

The manager grinned at her. 
“Help yourseIf. But if it’s any- 
thing like the night elubs I’m 
familiar with, you’II soon be wear- 
ing a lot less than I’m asking you 
to.” 

He proved to be eorreet, too. 
The night elub management 
wanted Susan to wear a eostume 
that didn’t even inelude a string 
of beads. Susan wouldn’t do it. 
She was afraid Goeffrey Dale 
might eome in and see her. Con- 
sequently she sold fewer eigar- 
ettes in a week than the other 
eigarette girl sold in one evening. 

The reason was obvious enough. 
The other dgarette gjrl wore noth- 
ing from her concave little tummy 
northward—except the strap that 
supported her tray. Patrons 
bought from her just to have her 
stand around elose while they 
pretended to study the seleetion 
on the tray. One ehap studied so 
long that he tried to ehew a eigar- 
ette and light up a stiek of spear- 
mint. 

The night elub hostess ealled 
Susan to task. “Anything will 
smoke when it’s hot,” she said. 
“Get a eustomer heated up and 


“What do you mean by taking all my elothes away?" Susan demanded, 
'‘Quick! Get into this rooml VII explain later!” he wkispered. 


he’ll smoke anything. Chuck 
away that waist and let’s see some 
—er, sales.” 

Susan resigned instead. And 
now she was discovering that sell- 
ing magazines was a tough raeket. 
But it was the only job she eould 
find, and the rent was due. She 
hadn’t heard from Goeffrey Dale 
for more than a week, either. 

Seventeen doors slammed in 
your face is enough to diseourage 


anybody. So when Susan tapped 
timidly on her eighteenth door 
that moming, her eourage had 
just about all oozed away. 

Tt was in an apartment build- 
ing, and Susan was on the top 
floor. At first she got no response 
to her knoek, so she rapped again, 
louder. 

The door opened. A white- 
faced ehap who looked seared to 
death stared at Susan with star- 
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Susan Surrenders 


tled fear-stricken blue eyes. 

Susan smiled sweetly. “Would 

you be interested in-” she 

started. That was as far as she 
got. A look of wild relief Aooded 
aeross the white-faced man’s fea- 
tures. He reaehed out, grabbed 
Susan by the arms and dragged 
her into the apartment! 

Susan gasped. “Wh—what—?” 

The young man pawed at her. 
“Quick—let me have your dress I” 
he hissed. There was a sort of 
desperation of despair in his look. 

Susan baeked off. “My dud- 
dud-dress ?” she stuttered. 

“Yesl Hurry up! Here—I’Il 
unhook it for you!” He reaehed 
around and started fumbling with 
Susan’s snap-hooks. 

Susan emitted a frightened little 
shriek. “Let me go!” she wailed. 
“Are you crazy? Let me out of 
here!” 

Before she had a ehanee to say 
another word, she felt strong, bare 
arms grapple her from behind. 
When she turned to face this new 
attaek, the young man pouneed 
on her. She fought—^but two 
against one gave her not a ehanee 
in the world. Before her whirling 
thoughts eould be eolleeted, she 
felt her summery frock being 
yanked over her bobbed brown 
hair. Somebody had her legs in 
a elasp of iron—someone was re- 
moving her shoes and stoekings! 
Suddenly she wrenehed herself 
free—^iust in time to save herself 
from being divested of her final 
remaining garment, a pink laee 
teddy! 

Susan opened her mouth to 
seream. A maseuline hand elosed 
over her lips and ehoked off the 
sound. The young man who had 


pulled her into the apartment was 
holding her from behind, and she 
eouldn’t eseape. But Susan’s eyes 
were wide with surprise. On the 
other side of the room a red- 
haired girl was hastily donning 
Susan’s dress, hose and shoes! 
She was the one who had assisted 
the man to make Susan a pris- 
oner. 

Susan watehed, fascinated and 
speeehless. The red-haired girl 
fairly threw herself into Susan’s 
eaptured garments. Then, with a 
last look around, the red-head 
dashed for a window, threw it 
open and made her exit down the 
fire-escape! 

Susan felt the arms around her 
relaxing. She pulled free and 
faced her attaeker. “What—^what 
do you mean?” she demanded, 
grabbing a pillow from the ad- 
jacent divan and holding it elose 
to her as a sort of shield. 

Pootsteps were heard in the 
hallway outside, and the young 
man turned even paler than he’d 
been before. “Quick!” he whis- 
pered. “Come in here to my 
studio! I’ll explain everything 
later!” He grabbed her by the 
arm, knoeking the pillow from her 
Angers with the same motion. 
Then he yanked her through a 
door into an adjoining room. 

Susan’s whirling brain hardly 
registered the things her eyes saw. 
The plaee was an artist’s studio 
—^bare, unfurnished and vast. A 
big skylight Aooded the plaee with 
north light, and under the sky- 
light stood an easel. On the easel 
was a canvas on whieh had been 
sketehed a Agure—an undraped 
Agure, undeniably feminine. 

Susan’s eaptor whispered hur- 



They got sueh a kiek out of having her elose 
to them that they pretended to buy her whole 
stoek of eigarettes. 



riedly in her ear. “That girl— 
she wanted to model for me—she 
and her husband live in this same 
building. He’s terribly ]'ealous. 
He refused to permit her to pose. 
She thought he was out of town, 
so she slipped up here this mom- 
ing in nothing but a kimono. I’ye 


her. 


been sketehing her. Then 
her maid phoned — said 
her husband had just re- 
tumed, and was on his 
way up here, looking for 
The girl eouldn’t eseape 


down the fire eseape with noth- 
ing on but a kimono. You were 
like a gift from heaven., Sh-h! 
There’s her husband now!” he 
gurgled as there eame a loud, im- 
perative rapping on the apartment 
-door. 
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Susan Surrenders 


“Who’s there?” the young man 
ealled weakly. 

“You open that door, damn 
you! You’ve got my wife in 
there! I’m going to kill both of 
you.” 

The young man faced Susan 
desperately. “Get up on that 
stand and pretend you’re posing!” 
he whispered in agitation. Then 
he dashed for the front door. 

Susan felt like leaping out the 
window and following the red- 
haired girl. But she eouldn’t. 
She was in the same fix the red- 
head had been—she hadn’t any 
elothes! And if she just stood 
there, elad only in the silk teddy, 
anybody seeing her might think 
all sorts of things. There was 
only one logieal thing for her to 
do. She got up on the modeling 
dais and assumed a pose. 

There was a eommotion at the 
door. Susan heard the young 
man open it—and then there was 
a burst of excited conversation. 

“Where’s my wife?” a voice 
thundered. 

The young man gulped. “I— 
I haven’t got your wife in here!” 

“You’re lying! I know she’s 
here! Get out of my way—I’ni 
going into your studio!” 

Susan felt herself beginning to 
blush. It was bad enough to have 
exposed hersell to the strange 
young man in the apartment— 
but to stand there on exhibition 
before another fellow-! 

The studio door erashed open 
with a bang. Susan’s baek was 
toward the door and she stayed 
that way. There eame a sudden, 
ominous pause. 

Susan heard the seared young 


man say faintly “There—that’s 
not your wife, is it? That’s a 
model rve engaged.” 

“Tum around and let me see 
your face!” the neweomer rum- 
bled. 

Susan hesitated, and then 
tumed. 

Whereupon she almost eol- 
lapsed. 

“Geoffrey Dale!” she shrieked. 

“Susan!” Geoffrey Dale whis- 
pered, his face gone suddenly 
white. 

It was Dale who recovered him- 
self fxrst. He assumed a bold 
front. “Susan, what do you mean, 
posing for an artist in praetieally 
nothing?” he demanded with un- 
convincing bluster. 

Susan started to explain. Then 
her wits retumed to her. Sud- 
denly she realized what had hap- 
pened. 

She faced Geoffrey Dale. “So 
it’s you!” she said. “And you’ve 
got the nerve to stand there and 
ask me questions!” Her eyes 
Aashed. “Now I know why you 
were always postponing our wed- 
ding! You—^you’re already mar- 
ried!” 

Geoffrey Dale’s elose-set eyes 
refused to meet hers. He tumed. 
“I—I guess I’ll go,” he muttered. 

Susan watehed him depart. The 
anger in her gaze was beginning 
to tum to amusement. 

The young man approaehed 
her. “Gee — you’ve saved me 
from a bad situation!” he said ad- 
miringly. “I—I don’t know how 
I ean repay you!” 

“1 do!” Susan answered with a 
grin. 

“How?” {Cont’d. on page 92) 



A Lost Art 



Boy Priend: “Don’t you agree with me that kissing 
has beeome a lost art?” 


Girl Iriend: “Say, from the way you’re aeting, I’d eall 
you a great art eolleetor!” 


[ 27 ] 







































A Woman of 
Many Loves 


A LieiA gazed at her reflec- 
tion in the mirror with 
somber, weary sea-blue 
eyes as her pert little mulatto 
maid earessed the waves of her 
[ 28 ] 


luxuriant, bronze-gold hair into 
eireles of allurement. She was 
amazingly beautiful. She would 
have been inordinately modest 
and laeking in intelligenee not to 



























She drove every man mad with her beauty but she her- 
self remained eold. Is it any wonder they ealled her 
“The Frozen Flame”? 


have been aware of it. Besides, 
fawning men were eonstantly re- 
minding her of it. 

Her sensitive, slightly Aeshy 
lips twisted into a wry little smile 
as she reviewed some of her more 
reeent conquests. All so alike! 
All so basieally naive and ehild- 


like when one understood them 
and was able to disseet their mo- 
tives 1 

Her mobile lips softened into 
eommiserating lines. She eould 
not forbear pitying them at times, 
these gullible pawns in her game, 
whose rule was that the world 
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owed her ease and luxury. Some 
of them had been so ludierously 
disgruntled when they had discov- 
ered hnally that she had been 
laughing at them behind their 
baeks all the time. 

Well, in a way, there had been 
a sort of heetie forgetfulness, an 
anodyne for that gnawing pain 
that assailed her heart uneeasing- 
ly. She was known in the gay, 
sophistieated haunts of the eon- 
tinent from the Riviera to Vienna 
as a frivolous butterAy that had 
Auttered about the eandle flame of 
men without singeing her wings. 
A marvelously lovely woman who 
eould inspire a frenzy of love and 
yet who remained as asbestos in 
the fire. 

La Plamme Glaee. That’s what 
the bouleyardiers and the hon 
vivants had eynieally dubbed her. 

The Frozen Flame! Alieia 
shrugged her shapely, bare, gar- 
denia-textured shoulders. What 
did it matter? She had lived 
luxuriously; she had attained a 
speeies of forgetfulness. What 
more eould she expect of life? 

“Madame is— magnifique!” the 
little olive-skinned maid said, 
stepping baek and erossing her 
hands over her breast to em- 
phasize her admiration. 

Alieia smiled her appreeiation 
and arose. Her slender Agure, 
ever so slightly voluptuous with 
the ripeness of maturity at breasts, 
hips and thighs, was tightly 
sheathed in shimmering blaek, 
daringly deeollette. A string of 
huge amethysts seintillated about 
her smooth throat, and a broad 
armlet of the same ]'ewels en- 
eireled one wrist. 


A Woman of Many Loves 

Yes, she was looking uneom- 
monly radiant that night. Even 
in the blase cafes of Paris, men 
would turn to stare desirously at 
her. She wondered vaguely if the 
fact that a eertain diplomat friend 
of hers was to take an Ameriean 
acquaintance over to meet her had 
inspired a more metieulously art- 
ful toilette than had been her eus- 
tom. Then she smiled erookedly 
at the absurdity. This man was 
like all the others—^beasts under 
the veneer of eulture. 

As the diplomat, suave, austere, 
snowy-haired, bowed graeiously 
and brushed his lips against her 
hand in her reeeption room a lit- 
tle later, Alieia glaneed with mild 
euriosity at the man who stood be- 
hind him. 

“Clive—Clive Gregory I” she 
gasped. “So you are the Ameri- 
ean I was to meet! Of all sur- 
prises!” 

The tone in whieh she uttered 
the words was easual enough, 
masking the emotional upheaval 
that was taking plaee in her. 
Clive! Of all men! 

“Alieia!” Clive murmured 
breathlessly. “You! Ididn’tdream 
—Count Guiseppe referred to you 
only by some ridieulous title—- 
The Frozen Flame.” Something 
about Alieia’s' heart tightened as 
she saw a Aieker of pain flash 
aeross his features. “But it’s 
awfully good to see you again, 
Alieia. Better than anything else 
I expected when I eame to Paris. 
Heavens, it’s been fully five years 
sinee we’ve laid eyes on eaeh 
other, hasn’t it?” 

Alieia drifted through dinner 
with her two guests in her huge, 


She was a gor^eous gal 
and she knew it. No 
wottder every man she 
met fell at her feet! 


panelled dining room. She 
was re-enaeting her aiTair 
with Clive, five years be- 
fore. Hermind swungbaek. 

He had been in his senior year 
at Yale then, and she had graeed 
a leggy revue. They had met at 
a studio party in the Yillage. The 
moment her eyes had met those of 
this tall, serious-faced young eol- 
legian, Alieia had been aware 
of something tremendous taking 
plaee within her. It was as if 
part of her whieh had always been 
held inviolate had let down the 
draw-bridge. Clive was eharging 
triumphantly over the moat that 
had heretofore surrounded her 
heart. 

They had sat in a eomer and 
talked, oblivious of the raueous 
gaiety swirling about them, for- 
getting even to partake of any 
more gin and orange juice. After 





that, Clive 
h a d r u n 
d o w n t o 
New York 
at every opportunity. The month 
that followed was tinted with the 
rosy thralldora of love for Alieia. 

Then a eloud had drifted over 
their happiness — Clive’s Aunt 
Martha. 

“She’s being stubboraly unrea- 
sonable about this,” Clive had told 
Alieia gloomily as they sat, their 
arms about eaeh other, in her 
modest little apartment. “Of 
eourse, I realize and appreeiate all 
the dear but narrow-rainded old 
dame has done for me. She took 
me in when I beeame an orphan 
and reared me. Gave me all the 
advantages her tremendous for- 
tune eould proeure, the best sort 
of prep sehool and eollege, soeial 
standing and all that. But in 
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spite of that it does seem to me 
she eould let me ehoose my own 
wife. She eut up terribly when I 
broaehed the subject of marrying 
you as soon as I graduate.” 

Alieia had wineed at that, but 
almost instantly she had beeome 
more mother than sweetheart, ea- 
joling him out of his melaneholy 
mood. 

Then that terrible afternoon 
when eatastrophe had swooped 
down upon them as they had been 
wrapped tightly in eaeh other’s 
embraee in Alieia’s apartment. 
They had just hnished one of the 
torehiest kisses on reeord when a 
grim, premonitory rustling had 
sounded behind them, and they 
had swung around to behold Aunt 
Martha herself glowering at them 
in the doorway. 

“I knoeked, but you seemed too 
busy to hear,” she had said, eaeh 
word like a drop of iey water spill- 
ing down Alieia’s baek. “It was 
really my intention to speak to 
you alone, but sinee Clive is here, 
he may as well hear what I have 
to say.” 

Alieia had felt somewhat awed 
by the plump, gray-haired dow- 
ager, smartly attired in a sym- 
phony of expensive gray, who 
faced her so dominantly. Intui- 
tion had warned her even then 
that she would sueeeed in taking 
Clive away from her. 

“Won’t—won’t you sit down.?” 
she had faltered, awkwardly wip- 
ing away a smudge of sugar from 
her Aushed eheek. 

“No, I don’t intend to stay here 
that long,” the older woman had 
said with studied insolenee as she 
east a quick, eontemptuous glanee 


A Woman of Many Loves 

all about. “I have wonderful 
plans for Clive, the best of train- 
ing in some profession, travel, a 
brilliant marriage. What have 
you to offer to eompensate for the 
loss of that.? When your pretti- 
ness no longer ensnares him, what 
will there be left.'’ Poverty—quar- 
rels—hate. Clive, my boy, you 
ean’t be sueh a fool as to throw 
away all the advantages I ean 
oh'er you for this mad inlatuation.^ 
Be sensible, now, and give her up.” 

“But, auntie, we love—■” Clive 
had begun, weakly, miserably. 

“Love! Nonsense! You’ll have 
forgotten her in a month!” Her 
voice beeame steely, hnal. “And 
I warn you, I’m getting tired of 
this foolishness. If you don’t 
eome home with me now and 
promise me not to see this sehem- 
ing ehorus girl any more, I’m 
through with you. I’ll eut you off 
without a eent!” 

Alieia’s eyes had studied Clive’s 
face keenly. She had seen, slowly 
but unmistakably, a craven fear 
stealing over his handsome fea- 
tures. Fear of the loss of the lux- 
ury that pampered his flesh, of the 
loss of those things that would 
raise him to worldly sueeess. And 
she had thought that he loved her 
above all things! 

Clive’s eyes had swerved around 
to meet hers, not squarely, but 
guiltily, groveling in the knowl- 
edge of his depravity. She had 
realized then the anguish of know- 
ing he was lost to her. 

A sudden wave of fury had 
swept through her. “Get out of 
here—both of you, you money- 
worshippers! You snobs! Get 
out!” 



Blinded by her sealding tears, 
she had tottered into her bedroom 
and had slammed the door shut 
upon them. 

The next day, she had signed a 
eontraet with an agent who was 
organizing a ehorus for one of the 
Paris cafes. 

Peasting her eyes surreptitious- 
ly on Clive now aeross the gleam- 
ing silyerware and gorgeous Aoral 
eenterpieee, she deeided that the 
years had only added to his virile 
maseuline appeal. The gray eyes 
had steadied, beeome assured, 
eould twinkle at times in a way 
that betokened a keen eomprehen- 
sion of life and a refusal to take 


it too seriously. He had acquired 
poise, too, and a sort of assured, 
languid graee. 

Alieia was seeretly delighted 
when the diplomat, probably sens- 
ing her eagerness to be alone with 
Clive, pleaded urgent eorrespond- 
enee that needed his attention and 
left. 

“Well, have the years brought 
the snob and money-worshipper 
forgiveness, Alieia.i”’ Clive asked 
whimsieally when they were alone. 

“Forgiveness, yes, but—” 

Alieia stopped suddenly be- 
eause her voice had beeome un- 
steady. How the memory of him 
had seared during those five years! 

[33] 
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Into what mad eseapades had the 
anguish of frustration driven her! 

“I’ve been in hell ever sinee 
then, Alida, darling,” Clive said 
tenderly. “What a ead I was to 
fail you so utterlyl But I was 
young, too mueh of a spineless 
pup to know that a real man al- 
lows nothing to eome between him 
and his mate. I’ve longed for you, 
searehed for you, hoped that eaeh 
day might bring you baek to me. 
And now that I’^e found you, it’s 
only to learn that the playboys of 
Europe have pinned a suggestive 
niekname to you—The Frozen 
Flame—beeause you indte your 
lovers to madness while you your- 
self remain passive. Cold-blood- 
edly feasting on their passion I” 

He had risen and was padng 
the room wildly in his agitation. 
Alieia went to him, laid soothing 
hands on his shoulders and gently 
impelled him to sit on a divan. 
Then her hands tightly dasping 
his, she seated herself beside him. 

“You mustn’t forget, Clive, 
dear,” she said softly, “that not 
only my heart but my pride also 
was terribly hurt. Oh, I wish it 
eould all be blotted out, those 
mad years, but it’s no use grieving 
over bygones. I want you to be- 
licve, though, that no man—cver 
was to me what you were. There 
was a shrine—yours, darling— 
deep within my heart that none 
eould enter. How eould it be dif- 
ferent when I was loving you so 
—loving you so—” 

“Alida, my predous!” 

She was in his arms. Alida 
gave herself to him with a passion- 
ate joy. 

“You’ll marry me now, won’t 


you, darling.'”’ Clive asked hours 
later. His voice was eager. 

“Your aunt—” 

“She’s staying in Venice with 
some friends for a few days,” Clive 
divulged. “Venice bored me, so 
I eame on ahead—thank heavens! 
But my aunt has nothing to do 
with this. It’s our affair, darling. 
Nothing ean take you away from 
me now. Alida, tell me you’ll be 
my wife.” 

And Alieia, dazzled by the 
glamor of the only real love she 
had ever known, said she would. 

It is extremely doubtlul if, dur- 
ing the next live days, there eould 
have been found in Paris any more 
wildly, ridieulously happy eouple 
than these newlyweds. They spent 
the days wandering about in 
quaint, isolated nooks and eran- 
nies of the eity that neither of 
them would have dreamed of vis- 
iting alone. And at night, they 
were in eaeh othePs arms, revel- 
ling in the orgy of ardor that 
should flavor every genuine hon- 
eymoon. 

Clive spent money in sueh a 
lavish way that Alieia remonstrat- 
ed mildly with him. His tastes 
were deeidedly expensive. He was 
an excellent judge of quality in 
cverything from underwear to 
elaret, and he was satisAed only 
with the best. 

This trait in him eaused Alieia 
some uneasiness. Clive seemed 
almost to make a religion of lux- 
ury. Although she herself loved 
ease and luxury, still it did not 
seem wise for anyone to depend so 
mueh on them for part of one’s 
happiness. After all, she was be- 
ginning {Continued on page 90) 
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Hi-diddle: “Get a load of 
this! Jack just told me he 
found a baby on his front 
poreh,” 

Diddle: “Zat so? Well, 
isn’t he going to take it in?” 

Hi-diddle: “Sure, just as 
soon as he ean sober her 
up!” 


Spinster: “Do 
you really believe 
marriages are 
made in heaven ?” 

Old Maid; 
“They must be. 
Here I am fifty- 
five and still un- 
married!” 


M r s. A.s 
"What's the mat- 
ter imih y o ur 
husband? Is he 
so furious that 
he's foaming at 
the mouth?" 

M r s. B,: 
"No, silly. I 
w e n t and fed 
him a bowl of 
soap Aates in- 
stead of eorn- 
flakes!" 













Aiter envying the other fellow and at last getting what he’s 
got, somehow you’re never satisfied. li you don’t believe us — 


Try It 

Yourseli! 


ALLAM PRESTON woke 
out of a deep sleep to 
hear the most eurious of 
sounds. He listened intently. 
And then he remembered. He 
was at Westmoreland Towers. 
And the sounds he heard were the 
songs of birds. He had always 
lived in New York. With the 
death of his mother two years ago 
[36] 


(his father had died five years be- 
fore) all restraints upon Hallam 
fell away. The Preston fortune 
was all his, at last, to do with as 
he liked. Pollowed two years of 
amazing living . . . and then Hal- 
lam discovered, to his amazement, 
that even eomplete freedom eould 
be boring. Broadway lost its al- 
lure. Dazzling women who al- 
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ways said the same things, and 
who always eame aeross after a 
yarying amount of expensive pres- 
ents began to pall. And then, one 
day, he had met Carl Deland. 
Carl and he had attended Haryale 
together. 

“You’re looking peaked,” Carl 
told him, after the greetings were 
over. 

‘Teeling punk,” Hallam ad- 
mitted, “tired to death of this 
superheial life in 
New York.” 

“Tired of it!” 

Carl said, aston- 
i s h e d, “w h y, 
man, I’m raring 
to go. eiosed up 
Westmoreland 
Towers, dis- 
missed most of 
the servants, and 
I’m up here to 
lead a wild life. 

. . . Not that I 
ean afford to lead as fast a one as 
you do; but ...” 

“Say I” said Hallam. “I got an 
idea. Why don’t you take over 
my apartment on Park Avenue, 
and all that sort of thing . . . save 
you a lot of money, and I’ll go 
down and live in your Westmore- 
land Towers for awhile. You’re 
bored with your life; I’m bored 
with mine. We’ll switeh for a bit. 
See how it turns out.” 

“Splendid,” Carl agreed. “I’m 
the last of the line down there, 
you know; you’d have the plaee 
all to yourseH. Suppose we 
make it indehnite. When either 
one of us gets tired of the life 
we’re living, we ean trade plaees 
again.” 


“Sliek,” Hallam agreed; and 
they went to luneheon to talk 
over the details. Carl, like Hal- 
lam; was well off. 

The hrst night he moved into 
the apartment, Carl, from force of 
habit, got sleepy about ten o’eloek. 
It was about twelve o’eloek when 
he heard a mighty banging on the 
door. He opened the door and 
a whole mob piled into the room. 
All half drunk, they paid no at- 
tention at all to 
Carl, but went 
ahead to make 
a party. Some- 
body played the 
piano. Some- 
body else mixed 
drinks. Hallam’s 
Japanese night 
duty boy was on 
the job not at 
all diseoneerted. 

Evidently, 
Carl saw, this 
was the natural order of things in 
Hallam’s apartment. Nobody 
asked him any questions. He 
thought it amazing how they took 
things for granted in another per- 
son’s home. 

And then, later, as suddenly as 
they had eome in, someone got the- 
inspiration to go to somebody 
else’s apartment. Out they piled. 
Carl, who had just begun to enjoy 
himself, regretfully went baek to 
his bedroom. He tumed on the 
light and then stared in amaze- 
ment at the bed. 

Upon it lay what he took to be 
a ehild. So small she was, and so 
dainty. At first he did not 
recognize her. She seemed so in- 
noeent, so like a soft little angel. 


Just beeause a feUow 
puts his hand down 
the baek of a pretty 
girl to get a eoin, it 
doesn’t mean he’s a 
Seotehman! 




asleep. Her long, thiek lashes 
swept down over her baby face, 
touehing her rouged eheeks. Her 
hair was ehildishly awry on the 
pillow. She was one of those 
heavenly blondes that seem im- 
possible, yet are. 

He remembered her now. She 
had eome in with the rest of the 
party. Obviously the others had 
forgotten her. She had been 
drunker than the rest; had been 
eonsumed with the heat of her ex- 
eited daneing and the quantities 
of liquor she had drunk; had 


drunkenly eome off into the bed- 
room, thrown off her dress, and 
flung herself upon the bed to pass 
out. 

Although a gentleman in every 
sense of the word, Carl eould not 
help but approaeh and toueh her 
to see if she were real. She was. 
Soft as satin . . . Armly soft, 
warmly, pinkly, whitely hot. Carl 
found himself boldly running his 
[39] 
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hands over her feminine perfec- 
tions appreciatively. This, he 
realized, was foul ball. He de- 
eided to leave the room, loek her 
in it for the night, • so that she 
wouldn’t be disturbed if more 
parties piled in, and go to one of 
the other bedrooms to sleep him- 
self. But before he departed, he 
deeided that the exacting ethies of 
chivalry eertainly eould not be so 
stem as to deny hira just one kiss. 

He bent over to kiss her full 
upon the lips. And then a strange 
thing happened. In her sleep, she 
reaehed up her arms, and loeked 
them hrmly around his neek. 
Drew him to her resistlessly. The 
fragrance of her was oveipower- 
ing. Carol took her into his arms, 
with a sigh that was almost a 
gasp. 

Meanwhile, baek in Westmore- 
land Towers, Hallam had dressed 
and gone out for a walk. West- 
moreland Towers was quite a way 
out from Noroke, the nearest 
large Yirginia eity to it. Hallam 
walked for half an hour over hill 
and dale, realizing that he was 
still on the Westmoreland estate. 
The negro eook had gotten him a 
breakfast of ham, eggs and baeon. 
He felt more than fit. The air 
was tremendously braeing. 

At last he eame to a little ereek 
whieh meandered along through 
the eountryside. The plaee seemed 
deserted; but he heard a eurious 
sound, as of huge trout rising at 
flies. He wondered if it would 
not have been a wise thing to 
bring along some iishing taekle. 
The ereek was banked and hedged 
in by trees. Reaehing the shade 


of a tree, Hallam gazed upon a 
sight the like of whieh he had 
never seen before in his life. 

A young girl undraped, except 
for a thin silk bathing suit, was 
swinging from a long rope at- 
taehed to the limb of a tree. 
Presently she let go of the rope 
and fell with a splash into the 
water below. She disappeared for 
a moment beneath the surface of 
the water, then rose and swam 
lustily toward the shore. Onee 
more she grasped the rope, swung 
far oue over the water with it. 
Hallam deeided to withdraw and 
leave the ehild, as he supposed she 
was, to her playing; but, as he 
tumed his baek and started away, 
he heard her seream shrilly. He 
ran baek and discovered that she 
had somehow entangled her foot 
in the rope, so that when she had 
let go to drop into the water, she 
had eaught, and was hanging 
there, in mid-air, by one foot. It 
was a remarkable sight. 

Hallam ran down into the 
water a little way, and, on a re- 
turning swing bf the rope, eaught 
her as she swung baek. He ex- 
trieated her from the rope, hold- 
ing her in his arms, upside down, 
the while. When he set her upon 
her feet he blushed for the first 
time in his life. Never before had 
he looked into sueh dark brown, 
liquid, innoeent eyes. Never, not 
even in motion pietures, had he 
seen sueh fresh young beauty. 
She was like an image carved 
from ivory; so smooth and per- 
fect, every warm curve Aawless. 
Her wet skin seemed to shine. 
Hallam was speeehless. It was 
she, first, who recovered her 


As hc gttaieti at her jast asleep, he remembered that she‘d been 
the wildest one at the party. 


equanimity and eould speak. 

“Oh!” she exploded, and sud- 
denly eonseious of her eondition, 
she grabbed her towel from the 
ground and coVered her feminine 
dainties with it, but not before 


Hallam had noted, by the ripe, 
womanly fullness of her exquisite, 
pink tipped breasts, that she was 
a woman in full bloom. 

“I’m terribly sorry,” Hallam 
began, “you see, I wouldn’t have 

[ 41 ] 
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intnided, only your seream . . .” 

“You saved me,” she admitted. 
“I never eame to the pool before. 
It belongs to the Westmoreland 
Tower estate; and I thought that 
Carl, the owner, was away, so I—” 

“He is away,” Hallam ex- 
elaimed. ‘T’m not Carl, but just 
a friend of his. He asked me to 
take eharge in his absenee.” 

“This pool is so far from every- 
thing,” she went on; “and when I 
was a ehild I used to swim that 
way .. . so I—” 

“Anyone as beautiful as you are 
justified in displaying her per- 
fections,” Hallam said, lamely, 
“you’re the most beautiful girl 
I’ve ever seen.” 

“Well,” she said at last, “you 
might as well help me dry my- 
self, so I ean dress.” He rubbed 
her baek briskly with the towel. 
Later he helped her to put on the 
dainty, pink intimate feminine 
things that she led him to, draped 
over a bough. As she dressed 
she talked. 

“I’m home from sehool,” she 
explained. “I go to eollege in 
Riehmond. Studying art. I hope 
to be at least a eommerdal artist 
someday.” 

“You were made for a model,” 
Hallam pointed out. 

“Perhaps,” she admitted, “but 
although models may have a lot 
of fun, they don’t make so very 
mueh money . . . they just raise 
a lot of whoopee and then marry 
millionaires. I’m very serious. I 
don’t want to marry—ever. I 
want to be one of the new baehelor 
girl types. I want a life and a 
eareer of my own, you see.” 

“It’s dreadful to hear you say 


that,” Hallam pointed out, “you 
were made for love and kisses.” 

“Well, ean’t one have love and 
kisses and a eareer too ?” 

“Well—er—^yes,” Hallam ad- 
mitted, “only—” suddenly he 
ehanged the subject. “Will you 
have tea with me alone this after- 
noon.?” 

He saw her look at him apprais- 
ingly. “I’m game enough for any- 
thing,” she Aashed baek. “What 
time shall I eome?” Hallam told 
her, and they parted; she to go 
over the hill, he to go baek to 
Westmoreland Towers, his pulses 
leaping, his mind alive with de- 
lieious speeulations and hopes. 
She was a goddess, nothing less. 
. . . And, obviously, innoeent. 
Hallam felt almost faint when he 
eontemplated her in memory. The 
exquisite quality of her soft Aesh. 
The youthful, and yet voluptu- 
ously perfect eontours of her full 
bloym woman body. 

At four o’eloek he paeed the 
Hoor of the library at Westmore- 
land Towers impatiently. Every- 
thing was arranged. He had told 
the eolored butler to serve and 
then withdraw, elosing the door 
after him; not to eome baek again. 
The library was the coziest room 
in the house. It eontained thou- 
sands of books, a massive ma- 
hogany table, and the most eom- 
fortable of lounges. Eurthermore 
it had only one door, whieh was 
litted wlth a key; and the window 
looked out over the garden from 
the seeond Aoor. The window 
was so plaeed that nobody eould 
possibly see into it. 

When she arrived at ten min- 
utes after {Continued on pa^e 86) 


Love Does It! 


By KING RUSSELL 


J)EAR, I adore you 
Thinly elad, 

It’s shapes like yours 
That drive men mad. 

I’d londle you 
With loving fingers 
And learn an eestasy 
That lingers. 

Your boudoir eyes 
Led me astray; 

It’s love that makes me 
Get this way! 
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Kid Sister 

Steps Out 


ENE HOWARD was well 
aware, in a way, that he 
was c h e a t i n g, but he 
seemed powerless to help himself. 
The girl in his arms was deeidedly 
not his fiancee. And yet he had 
already kissed her several times, 
kisses during whieh the soft, vir- 
ginal tremor of her lips had sent a 
flame of passion leaping stirringly 
[44] 


through him. Boy, was she hot! 

He had never suspeeted it of 
Vemie. Her ardor, her daring 
aeeeptanee of stolen delights, 
ailorded him a rapture that was 
almost staggering. For a girl just 
through with a fashionable prep 
sehool, Vernie displayed an amor- 
ous satioir faire that intrigued him 
mightily. 






































ROBERTDUMONT 

She got herseli into a 
situation that prontised 
to be a pretty tight 
“squeeze” until — 


"Why, Yernier Ruby 
gasped, "what—what are 
you doing in Jeff’s 
apartment?** 


“Let’s go to the Green 
Inn and make a night of 
it,” he suggested impulsive- 

“I’ye heard that it’s aw- 
fully fast,” Vemie said, her 
eyes wide with the tempta- 
tion of his olTer. “It’s bad 
enough that you’ve kissed 
me even though you’re en- 
gaged to Ruby. If she finds 
out we’ve been to that 
plaee, she’s liable to get 
peeved in a big way.” 

“Aw, you’re just taking her 
plaee. What’s a fiance between 
sisters just for one night.? Be- 
sides, you’ve got it eoming to you, 
kid. You’ve never really done 
any stepping.” 

“Not that I haven’t wanted to,” 
Vernie confessed. “All right, you 
win. But, remember, we both 
have to be not only careful but 
good also.” 

Gene smiled smugly to himself 



as he leaned over in the darkness 
to give direetions to the ehaulTeur. 

The Green Inn was one of those 
plaees that pays for proteetion 
when it ean be bought and takes 
ehanees when it eannot. There 
one eould eat, drink, gamble and 
—^well, no one eoneemed himself 
mueh with what took plaee be- 
hind the elosed doors of the pseu- 
do-dining rooms. 

After her seeond eoektail, Ver- 
nie didn’t seem to mind mueh 
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either. At any rate, Gene was 
helping himsel^ eopiously to kisses 
from her soft, red lips and he was 
erushing her so elose that she 
eould seareely breathe. It is 
doubtful if either of them remem- 
bered even Ruby’s existence at 
that moment. 

“Let’s sit on the lounge over 
there, darling,” Gene suggested, 
indieating an inviting pieee of 
furniture that stood in a eomer of 
their private room. 

“We’re both forgetting our- 
selves, Gene. This is sheer mad- 
ness—” Vemie was objecting 
tremulously when there eame a 
loud knoeking on the door. 

“eiear out, everybody! Poliee 
raiding the plaee!” a voice warned 
raueously. < 

“Migosh, I ean’t afFord to get 
mixed up in a seandal!” Vernie 
wailed. “Get me out of here, 
quick!” 

Seizing Vemie’s hand, Gene 
dashed out of the room and into 
the eorridor. It would be folly, 
he realized, to join the excited 
throng rushing toward the stair- 
way leading downstairs. They 
would tumble like fools right into 
the arms of the poliee. Obviously, 
the better ehanee of eseape lay to- 
ward the rear. 

At the far end of the eorridor 
stood a door difFerent from the 
others. Gene raeed toward it with 
Vernie in tow and found it un- 
loeked. They entered a luxuri- 
ously fumished bedroom, prob- 
ably that of the owner of the night 
elub, Gene surmised. 

After a hasty semtiny in seareh 
of some means of eseape, Gene de- 
eided that there was only one pos- 


sibility. A side of the dismantled 
mahogany bed would easily reaeh 
to an open window aeross the nar- 
row spaee separating the night 
elub from the adjoining building. 
Aeross this he and Vemie eould 
erawl eautiously. They might be 
stepping from the frying pan into 
the fire, but it seemed the only 
means of eseape. And within five 
minutes it was all aeeomplished 
and Gene had pulled in the side 
of the bed after him to hide all 
traees of their avenue of eseape. 

SMtehing on the lights, after 
haviiig taken the preeaution of 
drawing dowii the shades, Gene 
found himself in a riehly furnished 
apartment that was obviously 
tenanted by a man. The outer 
door was loeked from the outside. 
They appeared to be safe from the 
raiders, but they were virtually 
prisoners. 

“Ah, alone at last!” Gene said 
jocosely. “What a wonderful 
bridal suite this would make!” 

“Calm yourself! This is no 
bashful bride here with you. 
You’d better get busy trying to 
piek the loek on that outer door 
so we ean get out!” Vemie re- 
minded him with a little traee of 
panie in her eyes. 

“Baby, Fate seems to have ar- 
ranged all this, so why worry.?” 
Gene said huskily. “Besides, the 
loek on that door seems to be of 
the unpiekable kind. We have the 
time, the plaee, and at least one 
very willing party. So why not 
make the most of it.^” 

“Perhaps — perhaps it would 
have been better to have allowed 
the poliee to eapture-us,” Vemie 
ventured tremulously. 


In five minutes they'd stepped aeross from the ratded speakeasy 
to the building next doorl 


“Don’t be silly!” Gene scofFed. 
“Baby, I’m all athrill at the idea 
of being alone here with you in 
this swell apartment. And do you 
know, too mueh talk and not a 
single kiss makes Gene a mighty 
diseontented ehap. Isn’t there 
something that ean be done.?” 

Before Vemie eould reply, he 
had slipped his arms about her 
and had kissed her passionately 
again and again, even though 
Vernie strove to evade his lips. 


“Have a heart!” she pleaded 
breathlessly. “Remember, I’m 
just a loolish little butterAy trying 
to find out what makes the eandle 
flame so bright.” 

“Vemie, you little darling, 
you’re simply irresistible! You’re 
maddening — adorable!” G e n e 
said huskily. “I ean’t help loving 
you—lorgetting everything!” 

“You must think of Ruby—” 
Vernie gasped, atremble in his 
ardent embraee. 
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Kid Sister Steps Out 


“I ean’t! I ean’t help it!” 
Gene said in a hoarse whisper. 
“You’re buming me up! I ean 
only remember that you’re in my 
arms and that we’re here alone!” 

Beyond an open door, under 
the amber glow of shaded lights, 
a perfectly appointed sleeping 
room lay diselosed. Gene gently 
but masterfully drew Vemie to- 
ward it. 

“Gene—oh, heavens—Gene we 
must eome to our senses—forget 
this madness—” Vemie breathed 
in the deep throaty voice of pas- 
sion. 

Gene halted and drew her 
eloser. His lips pressed down on 
hers with elinging, intimate sup- 
plieation. Vemie’s soft, white 
arms erept up about his neek and 
made a tight eirele as she sagged 
limply against him. ... 

A Aeeting, remorseful thought 
of Ruby Aashed through Gene’s 
mind, momentarily dulling his de- 
light. Then he thought of the 
odd ehain of eireumstanees that 
had eulminated in bringing Vernie 
and himself into this intriguing 
situation. And he wondered if, 
after all he should eombat oeeur- 
enees that seemed to have been so 
aptly prearranged. 

When he had dropped in at 
Ruby’s home to earry out a 
theatre engagement with her, he 
had been received by Vemie, 
Ruby’s younger sister, who had 
retumed from boarding sehool 
only the day before. She had 
positively bedazzled him. 

She was small and euddly and 
blonde. Her hair was a bewiteh- 
ing mass of golden ringlets and 
her eyes little seetions of a sunny 


Venetian sky. She resembled 
Ruby to some extent, but she was 
a vastly more seintillant and viva- 
eious repliea. 

Ruby was a spirituelle blonde 
who seemed more interested in art 
than in men—with the exception 
of Gene, to whom she had beeome 
engaged. She maintained a studio 
in the artists’ quarter and dabbled 
there almost daily with smelly, 
stieky paints. 

Vemie had mn up to Gene and 
kissed him with the free eamara- 
derie aeeorded to an elder sister’s 
beau. The eontaet of her fresh 
young lips, the brushing of her 
firm, full young breasts against 
him, the subtle fragrance of 
her hair, all had stirred Gene 
strangely. 

“Ruby asked me to tell you that 
she’s awfully sorry, but she’s lying 
down with a nasty headaehe and 
won’t be able to go with you.” 

“Tough luek!” Gene had lam- 
ented. “Now I’^e got a whole 
evening to kill some way or an- 
other all alone.” 

“Well, you have my sympathy. 
I’m in the same fix. The most 
interesting thing I ean find to do 
is to sit up and read a stupid novel 
that’s supposed to be hot,” Vemie 
added. 

“Say, misery loves eompany. 
Let’s you and I join forces and 
go out to spread a little whoopee.” 

“Oh, boy, I’m with you with 
bells on,” Vemie had aeeepted 
eagerly. “After being eooped up 
in that stuffy sehool, I feel Uke 
going to naughty plaees and doing 
wild things.” 

It was thus the whole affair had 
started. 
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Kid Sister Steps Out 


Now, in a strange man’s apart- 
ment, Vemie was pleading with 
Gene not to sueeumb to the mad 
urge of their desire. When her 
arms erept earessingly about his 
neek, howeyer, and she sagged 
limply against him, Gene forgot 
that she was Ruby’s younger sis- 
ter, forgot ever)^hing but the 
heady allure of the girl in his 
arms. With a smothered little ery 
of antieipated bliss, he pieked her 
up in his arms and strode heavily 
aeross the room. . . . 

The whirring of a key in the 
loek of the outer door startled 
them. Vernie was in Gene’s arms. 
At the sound of the door opening, 
however, they both sat very still, 
listening intently. 

“You don’t know how happy 
you’ve made me by eoming to my 
poor plaee, darling.” It was a 
man’s voice, deep and tremulous 
with emotion. 

“I like to do the unconven- 
tional, Jeff, you know that. And 
besides, I’ye found something 
laeking in Gene lately. He’s 
failed to thrill me. That’s why I 
pretended a headaehe tonight so 
as to eome here with you. I don’t 
know how in the world I’ll ever 
get him to understand, though. 
He seems a bit thiek when it 
eomes to that.” Both Vernie and 
Gene eaught their breath sharply 


as they recognized Ruby’ s rieh 
eontralto drawl. 

“He’ll have to know it soon, 
darling, for I’m jealous of every 
moment you give him,” her 
eompanion stated passionately. 
“Come, let me show you the bed- 
room so you ean make yourself 
comfortable.” 

The next instant the two 
eouples were facing eaeh other. 
There was very little verbal ex- 
planation, for not mueh was 
needed. Gene told brieAy of the 
ineidents that had eonspired to 
bring him and Vemie there. 
Everything else was glaringly ob- 
vious. 

At the earliest opportunity that 
presented itself, Vernie and Gene 
eliminated themselves from the 
embarrassing situation. 

“Ruby said I was a bit thiek, 
preeious, but I have enough sense 
to know one thing. I’m wildly, 
desperately in love with you. We 
belong to one another—after to- 
night. Let’s get married, baby,” 
Gene said softly, onee they were 
in a taxi. 

“I’ve wanted you ever sinee I 
hrst knew you, darling. I was so 
jealous of Ruby that I was glad 
to go off to sehool. Oh, gee, mar- 
ried to you! Hold me tight, honey. 
Just thinking about it is making 
me dizzy!” 


★ ★ ★ 

We know a sweet hot little mama who goes to the beaeh 
every day, gets into a natty bathing suit and never even 
goes near the water. But—she means business 
just the same! 
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Miss Catt: “And you know when she was a kid, all she 
wanted was a little milk and eraekers before retiring.” 

Miss Gaity: “And now she’d be satisSed with just a little 
applesauee.” 


Advice from one who knows: If you’re not 
both pretty well balaneed you’d better not 
make love in a hammoek. 


Doetor: "What’s the matter with that young man in Room 26? 
He’s been running a pretty high temperature for the last four days.” 

Head Nurse: "Yes, I know, but he’ll be all right now. I’ye ordered 
the nurses not to bathe him more than onee a day.” 


DUMB DORA WANTED HANK TO SHOW HER 
WHERE HE WAS WOUNDED DURING THE WAR SO 
HE WENT AND GOT OUT HIS PHOTO ALBUM AND 
SHOWED IT TO HERI 


p.a 



















T HE sky liner roared aeross 
the purple heavens like the 
gray ghost of a Gargantuan 
bat, its motors droning, its propel- 
lers wailing a weird song. 

Inside the cozy, eleetrieally- 
heated eabin, the male passenger 
turned from his lady eompanion 
in disgust. 

“Well, if you won’t warm up,” 
he said irritably, “I ean get out, I 
suppose!” 

[52] 


“Suit yourself,” replied the lady 
ealmly and turned away. 

The man stared a moment in 
silenee, then savagely punehed a 
button that opened a trapdoor in 
the floor of the eabin, revealing 
swirling elouds of darkness below. 

“So long!” he said laeonieally 
—and stepped through the open- 
ing into spaee. . . . 

A long drop—with rushing wind 
in his face, an empty feeling at the 


By PRANK KENNETH YOUNG 


The way it looks now—a fellow and a girl will never be 
able to have any privacy at all! 


pit of his stomaeh. Then a jerk 
of the ring at his belt, and his par- 
aehnte slipped from its easing with 
a sharp report, and streamed out 
behind like a pennant. The rush- 
ing wind eaused the ’ehute to fill, 
and the speed of the man’s deseent 
was broken by a tug, as the canvas 
ballooned out and filled to eapaei- 
ty and size. 

Grinning in appreeiation of his 
having bailed out without mishap, 
the man glaneed aloft and 

thumbed his nose at the gaunt, 

gray ship still pushing its prow 
into the night. 

“Go on!” he muttered. “I’d 
rather land in a barnyard and take 
my ehanees with a milkmaid than 
hang to your skirt and get only 
the eold shoulder! 

There’s more’n one 
dame in this man’s 
world!” 

Glaneing d o w n - 
w a r d through the 
dark, he observed 

that he was neareii 


• . . And almost landed 
beside her! 


earth than he had supposed, and 
apparently about to drop into a 
town. Down, down he went and 
presently he saw the top of a build- 
ing rising to meet him, and the 
next instant erashed through the 
skylight, and dropped on some- 
thing soft and springy in the room 
below. 

“Ohhhhh!” sereamed a femi- 
nine voice. “How dare you 

The man rose to his knees, 
elawed his way from under a tan- 
gle of rope and canvas, and stared 
bewilderedly about to discover 
that he had landed in a lady’s 
bed! Moreover, right here before 
his astonished eyes was the lady 
in person! Pale of face, ehatter- 
ing of teeth, and very mueh fright- 
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Love in the Puture 


ened, but—beautiful beyond the 
power of words to deseribe! 

“I beg your pardon!” he stam- 
mered. “I’m awfully sorry I 
smashed your skylight, and lit- 
tered up your bed. But it was so 
dark up there, I eouldn’t see where 
I was going!” 

Apologetieally, he stared at her, 
drinking in the beauty of her pale 
face, dark eyes and hair, and soft- 
ly gleaming Aesh. She was both 
young and beautiful, and he de- 
lighted in his slow appraisal of 
her eharms. Evidently, his abrupt 
deseent had roused her from slum- 
ber, for she was still attired only 
in a sleeping garment—a wisp of 
diaphanous silk that served only 
to emphasize the glowing skin and 
palpitating curves of her lovely 
body. 

“Do you mean you deseended 
from a plane.?” she asked, hnding 
her voice at last. 

“Sure!” he grinned. “Rather 
unusual, espeeially my landing in 
your bed! But I got fed up with 
my transeontinental eompanion, 
and bailed out, leaving her to fin- 
ish the Aight alone. Washbum’s 
my name—Riehard Washburn. 
I’m from New York.” 

“Oh!”—her eyes widening a 
triAe in aeknowledgment of the 
introduetion. “I am V a i d a 
Dwight.” 

“What a pretty name!” he mur- 
mured. “Do you live here? Is 
this your home?” 

“It’s my rooming house,” she 
ehuekled. “I oeeupy this one 
room. I’m elose to the roof be- 
eause the rent is eheaper here!” 

“I understand,” he said slowly. 
“I’m sorry I interrupted your 


beauty sleep. I apologize.” 

“Oh, that doesn’t matter. But 
I must admit, you almost fright- 
ened the life out of me! Oh, say!” 
—with sudden eoneern in her 
tones—“you’re hurt!” 

“Am I?” 

“A splinter of glass has eut 
your eheek,” she said, rising. 
“You must let me bathe and dress 
it.” 

“Oh, don’t bother!” he de- 
murred. “It’s only a serateh!” 
But she laughed, and hastened to 
assemble her first-aid remedies, a 
basin of eold water, a sponge, and 
a bit of tape. Washbum watehed 
as she moved about the room, and 
he was keenly aware of her beau- 
ty, her sex appeal. Her youthful 
body was a slender, curving shad- 
ow through the thin texture of her 
gown. As she leaned over him, 
he was eonseious of a delieate per- 
fume about her that made him 
dizzy. When she bent further 
oyer, he eould see two pear-shaped 
bits of feminine delights—pendu- 
lous, maddening, and so desirable. 

When the slight wound had 
been bathed and dressed, both 
were visibly alTeeted by their near- 
ness and mutual magnetism. The 
man was breathing hard and star- 
ing; the girl was slightly tremu- 
lous and pink. 

“How ean I ever thank you?” 
he murmured, pressing her hands. 

“Don’t be silly!” she admon- 
ished in low tones. 

“But if I had had you instead 
of the other girl with me on the 
transeontinental hop—” 

“Yes?” she ehallenged. 

“Yes!” he answered with eon- 
viction. 
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She laughed and averted her 
gaze. Gosh! She was lovely. 

“Well,” he eontinued, “I hardly 
think you’d have permitted me to 
jump from the plane, anyhow!” 

“I’m sure 1 wouldn’t!” she 
whispered. 

His gaze probed deep into her 


“I’d like to, awlully well,” she 
replied, earessing his eheek lightly. 
“But . . . Well, I got into a bit of 
trouble awhile ago, and attraeted 
the attention of the Poliee Com- 
missioner. He disapproved of me 
in a big way, and ordered me to 
be at home and in bed every night 



She got so tight that she mon- 
aged to tear her gown off and 
etimb to the top of the statue! 


soul, and eneouraged by the result 
of his serutiny, he gathered her 
tenderly into his arms. 

“Gee, Vaida, you’re a swell 
girl!” he whispered. “Let’s go 
plaees and do things! Get dressed 
and go out with me—show me the 
town, won’t you?” 


at an early hour. I’m sort of on 
probation, you understand. I’m 
not supposed to enjoy the eom- 
panionship of men for a whole 
year! My ease was given eonsid- 
erable publieity, and my pieture 
appeared in all the newspapers. If 
I were to go out with you tonight, 
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somebody would be sure to reeog- 
nize and report me! Then HE 
would know I had violated my 
parole, and Fd be in an awful fix 1” 

“Oh, I’m sorry!” he said eon- 
tritely. “But, of eourse, I didn’t 
know the eireumstanees. Why, 
even my presenee here might be 
sufficient to queer things for you.” 

“Yes, it might be,” she admit- 
ted. “But I don’t think anybody 
else knows you’re here. My land- 
lady—the woman who owns this 
building—doesn’t sleep here, and 
mine is the only sleeping ehamber 
on this Aoor.” 

“Wouldn’t it be a great lark if” 
—his voice was low and earessing 
—“I might remain here, and no- 
body be the wiser?” 

Her glanee was iilled with elo- 
quence. 

“But, of eourse,” he hastened to 
add, “I wouldn’t want to be the 
eause of making more trouble. 
What did you do, if I may ask, to 
get into this jam?” 

“Oh, nothing mueh,” she re- 
plied modestly. “Just got a bit 
soused with a young man one 
night, and daneed with him in the 
publie square. He took my elothes 
off, a garment at a time, and put 
them on the Statue of Liberty, 
and I elimbed to the top and broke 
a bottle of booze over the lady’s 
head. But the Commissioner 
didn’t like it at all! He laid 
down some very striet rules for 
me to follow, and put the young 
man in jail for sixty days!” 

Washbum struggled to ehoke 
baek a laugh, and regarded his 
eompanion gravely. “1 see,” he 
murmured. “Then, perhaps I’d 
better go.” 


“Oh, no!” protested Vaida. 
“Please, don’t! I—Ilikeyouand 
want to beeome better acquainted 
with you. I feel rather responsi- 
ble for you, sinee you erashed 
through my skylight, and I eould- 
n’t think of turning you adrift in 
this strange town, with no plaee 
to go or sleep!” 

“You mean you wish me to re- 
main here all night with you?” he 
stammered. 

“Why not?” she ehuekled, re- 
garding him frankly. “It’s the 
safest plaee I know of! We’re not 
so likely to be discovered here as 
we might be if we went out on the 
street.” 

“You darling!” he breathed, 
erushing her elose to his breast 
and rapturously kissing her up- 
turned face. 

“Uh-huh!” she murmured 
dreamily. “I like you, too!” 

Again he embraeed her passion- 
ately, and started kissing her all 
over again. He had just reaehed 
her left bare shoulder, when there 
was an interruption eaused by the 
ringing of a bell. 

“Oh, darn!” exclaimed the girl 
petulantly. “You’ll have to wait, 
please, while I answer the phone.” 

Swiftly, she rose and moved to 
the television set at one side of 
the room. As she lifted the re- 
ceiver, a light Aashed on and a 
man’s voice was heard speaking. 

“Miss Dwight? . ., . Well, sor- 
ry to disturb you, but one of the 
night patrolmen reports that he 
saw a paraehute deseend in your 
neighborhood not long ago. He 
has eondueted a thorough investi- 
gation, but ean discover no traee 
of the aviator or his ’ehute. He 



didn’t think to eall on you beeause 
he was unaware you were oeeupy- 
ing the roof apartment. But it 
oeeurred to me that the man may 
have landed on the roof, and been 
too seriously injured to eall for 
assistanee. Have you heard any 
suspieious sounds during the past 
fifteen or twenty minutes.^” 

“No,” replied Vaida sweetly— 
“none at all! I was safe in my 
bed when you ealled.” 

Glaneing over Vaida’s shoulder, 
Riehard saw framed upon the 
sereen a pieture of the interior of 
the Poliee Commissioner’s office, 
and the Gommissioner himself, a 
middle-aged man with iron-gray 
hair and fierce moustaehes, sitting 
stem and ereet before his desk. 
Even as he gazed, he saw the 
Commissioner give a start of sur- 
prise, and realized too late that he 


had betrayed his presenee in Vai- 
da’s room. 

“Hello!” the Commissioner was 
saying. “You say you have seen 
nothing of the young aviator.?” 

_ “Not a sign of ham, Commis- 
sioner!” replied Vaida, still more 
sweetly. “I’m sure he eouldn’t 
have deseended on the roof!” 

“Then who is the young man in 
your room with you.?” rasped the 
angry voice. 

“Oh, good heavens!” gasped 
Vaida. “I forgot to diseonneet 
the television! He’s seen you, 
Riehard! What’ll I do?” 

“Miss Dwight,” eontinued the 
iraseible old voice, “you are guilty 
of misdemeanor! You have dis- 
obeyed my eommands and broken 
your parole! I must insist that 
you report to me in my office 
within an hour and give a full 
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and truthful aeeount of your re- 
eent behavior. Do I make myself 
elear? May I expect you to follow 
my instruetions, or must I send a 
man to take you into eustody?” 

“Oh, please, Commissioner!” 
begged Vaida, “I’ll do whatever 
you say!” 

“Very well! Then I shall be 
expecting you!” . . . And the en- 
suing silenee denoted that the 
eonneetion had been broken. 

“Did you hear what he said?” 
whispered Vaida, turning tragie 
eyes upon the man. “I’^e got to 
go right over to his office and ex- 
plain the whole thing!” 

“Never mind, honey!” he 
soothed, taking her in his arms. 
“Everything will turn out all 
right. I’m going along with you.” 

“Oh, no, I ean’t allow you to—” 

“Hush!” he said, sileneing her 
with a kiss. “I’m the chief eause 
of all this trouble. My deseend- 
ing in your bed brought it all 
about. So I feel myself responsi- 
bie, and must insist on seeing it 
through. You get dressed now, 
like a good girl, while I eall a 
taxi.” 

He saw her step behind a tall 
sereen in a eomer of the room, 
and then turned to the television 
set. But he eould seareely keep 
his mind on the business of phon- 
ing, so interested was he in the 
slim, curving silhouette that was 
revealed upon the sereen. Eirst 
he watehed her slip out of her thin 
nightie, and as she stood there in 
all her unadorned reheeted loveli- 
ness, he felt like grasping her in 
his arms and erushing her with 
his passion. Then in a Aash he 
saw her don a daneette of sheer 


laey panties, so seanty that they 
barely covered her hips, and then 
a tiny wisp of bandeau to mateh. 
Shoes and stoekings, and short, 
tight-htting satin dress eompleted 
her outht. Just as she had fln- 
ished a buzzer sounded at the 
door, informing them that the taxi 
had arrived. 

“All ready, honey?” Riehards 
ealled. 

“Coming!” she answered, and 
stepped out into the room, fully 
attired in street elothes. 

Riehard took her arm, and to- 
gether they deseended in the auto- 
mat into the street. Tenderly, he 
helped her to a seat inside the 
waiting ear, then spoke a few low- 
toned words to the chauffeur, and 
sprang in beside her. The motor 
purred, and the maehine moved 
smoothly away. . 

“You’re having a ehanee to 
show me the town, after all, aren’t 
you, dear?” he teased. 

“Yes, but—” she ehoked. “Gee, 
I’m frightened! No telling what 
that old erab will want to do to 
me now! He may even have me 
put in jail for all I know.” 

“As if entertaining a man in 
your room a few minutes were a 
terrible offense!” he ehided. 

“It isn’t just that,” she said 
wisely. “It’s the fact that I dis- 
obeyed him! You see, his rigid 
rules were intended as a means of 
punishing me for my earlier of- 
fense!” 

“Well, don’t worry, darling!” 
he advised. “I’ll flx everything 
when we arrive at his office.” 

He allowed her to snuggle down 
into his embraee and give herself 
up to (Continued on page 83) 
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PLIRTATIOUS FLOSSY IS NINETEEN YEARS OLD AND 
STILL DOESN’T KNOW HOW TO TIE A BEAU. WILL 
SOME KIND YOUNG MAN OFFER TO TEAOH HER? 

-XXX- 

“BOOZE IS ONE OF THE GREATEST ‘SLENDERIZ- 
ING’ THINGS I KNOW OF." 

“HOW eOME?” 

“WELL, IF YOU DRINK PLENTY OF IT IT’LL MAK6 
YOU LEAN AGAINST ANYTHING.” 


- 0 - 

Hoteha Hen- 
ry: "JVhcn you 
g et t 0 P aris 
luhere are you 
going to stop?" 

e h a - e h a 
ehieken: "Kid- 
do, when I get to 
Paris ril stop at 
nothing!” 

■ -»- 



—-a—- 

"That Mary 
Jones eertainly 
treats her sweet- 
heart like dirt, 
doesnt she?” 

"You betl She 
hides him under 
the bed when she 
h e ar s her hus- 
band eomingp’ 

-«- 


Dorter: “Why is it, mom, that some girls gei 
into deep ’water?” 

Mom: “Beeause, dorter, those girls never 
leamed to paddle their own eanoes.” 


JUl: "YOU KNOW l’M CRAZY ABOUT YOU, MILLIE. 
THERE'S NO ONE ELSE I LOVE, SO WHAT OF IT IF I 
GAN’T GIVE YOU ALL THE LUKURIES AND. RIGHES 
THAT TIM eOULDr 

MILLIE: 'T LOVE YOU TOO, DARLING, BUT WHO IS 
THIS TIM?” 
























**Come on, Etkel, tet’s go 
out on a spree and liven 
up a bit." 


By 

GHARLES HARRIS 


It looks like a darned good 
game, if you ean supply the 
right time, the right plaee, the 
right girl, and—the right kind 
of giggle water! 


Ghoose Your 
Partner 


F 0UR people—two married 
eouples—sat in the llving 
room of the apartment. The 
four had been inseparable for 
years. One of the men was us- 
[60] 


Ing the telephone. . . . 

“Olympia 1296—Shorty.^ This 
is Maleolm. Send over two bot- 
tles of White Satin—No, I’m not 
at home, I’m at Bill’s. You know 


Bill. Yes, the boy has been here 
before, he knows the plaee—that’s 
right, third floor, 301 — Right 
away.” 

Maleolm hung up the phone 
and turned baek to the others in 
the room. “He’ll be here right 
away.” 

His wife then spoke up, “Herb, 
I wish you wouldn’t get anything 
tonight. We don’t need it. And 
we ought to save our money. We 
will never save enough to buy a 
house if you spend it all for gin.” 

The o t h e r man, 

Bumside, spoke up 
then. “She’s right, 

Herb, we don’t need 
anything to d r i n k. 

We’re trying to save 
for a house, too.” 

Bumside’s wife in- 
termpted laughingly 


As his wife rattled on, 
Burnside tumed to Mal- 
eolm’s wife and held out 
his hands in moek appeal 
as he said in a resigned 


’^Sure thing, Blll, / need 
some pepping tip myself 
right now*‘ 



with, “Don’t pay any attention to 
these two ‘kill-joys,’ Herb. Be- 
tween your wife and my husband, 
an evening ean be very beauti- 
fully spoiled. All they want to 
do is sit around on their hands 
and save money for houses. I like 
to have a good time onee in a 
while and so do you. You and I 
will have a few high-balls, any- 
way.” 


tone, “It’s no use, Ethel, we ean 
do nothing with your husband 
and my wife. We will have to tum 
to eaeh other for eonsolation.” 

He took her in his arms and 
held her tightly to him against his 
breast. He plaeed his hands on 
her hips and gave her a little 
squeeze as she seemed to melt 
right against him. Then she put 
her arms up around his neek and 
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pretended to sob unrestrainedly 
as her body shook with presum- 
able grief. It made his pulses beat 
faster and his blood pound against 
his temples as he felt this move- 
ment of hers so elose. The whole 
thing took plaee in sueh a short 
moment that neither of the other 
two seemed to notiee anything. 
They simply burst into laughter 
and rushed into eaeh other’s arms 
as Maleolm said, “Well, Marilyn, 
you and ril have to stiek together 
then. We two’ll have a good time 
together and let these two old 
“stodgies” ery on eaeh other’s 
shoulders. Come over here and sit 
with me and we’ll seek eonsola- 
tion,” and he drew her down on 
to his lap. . . . 

The door-bell rang. Bumside 
and Mrs. Maleolm drew apart, 
and Bumside went to the door. 
He admitted a sleek looking, well 
dressed young man and, onee in- 
side the apartment, the young 
man, with a Houdini Aourish, pro- 
dueed seemingly from thin air two 
bottles of gin. 

In the aet of produeing the liq- 
uor, his eyes darted quickly about 
the room from one person to an- 
other and he spoke to eaeh one in 
tum. He had been there before 
and he had also been to Maleolm’s 
apartment. He knew all four of 
them. 

As he glaneed at Mrs. Bumside 
sitting on Maleolm’s lap in a 
rather too comfortable position— 
Maleolm s p o k e up, jocularly, 
“Don’t look surprised, Eddie, at 
what you see. You are gazing 
upon two people who are ‘misun- 
derstood’ by their own respective 
mates and they have tumed to 


eaeh other for eonsolation.” 

As Eddie hesitated, Maleolm 
spoke to him again. “And don’t 
stand there with that expectant 
look on your face, either. You’re 
not going to get any money from 
me tonight. I am going out of 
town tomorrow and I need all the 
eash that I have for expenses. Tell 
Shorty I’ll mail him a eheek for 
this as soon as I get baek. That 
will be in about four or five days.” 

After the young man had de- 
parted, Mrs. Maleolm tumed to 
her husband and said, “Why, 
Herb, you didn’t tell me that you 
were going out of town.” 

“It eame up suddenly this af- 
temoon,” he answered, “and I 
didn’t get a ehanee to tell you un- 
till just now.” 

Mrs. Bumside then spoke up, 
“Well, Ethel, is that niee, I ask 
you f Both of us at the same time. 
I’m going to be short a husband, 
too. Bill is going on a trip and 
he will be gone a week or ten days. 
And while he’s gone, I am not ‘at 
home’ to anyone. I am not going 
any plaee or see anyone at all. I 
am going to my sister’s and take 
a good rest. Why don’t you go to 
your mother’s while H e r b is 
gone.?” 

“I guess I will,” answered Mrs. 
Maleolm. 

“Let’s play bridge,” suggested 
Bumside, as he eame out of the 
kitehen earrying two gin highballs. 

“Aren’t you drinking.?” Mal- 
eolm asked Bumside. 

“No, he’s not,” Maleolm’s wife 
answered, “and neither am I. You 
and Marilyn ean do the drinking 
for our two families. Both houses 
will be well represented as long as 
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you two are on the receiving end 
of the disposal eommittee.” 

The game progressed, Bumside 
and Mrs. Maleolm playing quiet- 
ly and seriously, while Mrs. Burn- 
side and Maleolm grew more 
light-headed and noisier with eaeh 
sueeeeding drlnk. 

Abruptly, Marilyn Burnside 
threw down her eards and eried, 
“I’ve had enough of this. It’s too 
quiet here. Let’s do something. 
Go some plaee. It’s early yet, 
only nine o’eloek. . . . Let’s all 
go out to the Gotton Club. 

Maybe you two ‘old folks’ 
will liven up a little,” as 
she tumed to her husband 
and Mrs. Maleolm. 

Herb Maleolm jumped 
up at onee with, “That’s 
right. Let’s do something. 

Come on, Bill. Come on, 

Ethel. Let’s go.” 

Mrs. Maleolm tumed 
to Burnside, “What shall 
we do with them. BilL? 

Shoot ’em or let ’em suf- 
fer?” 

Burnside spoke slowly, 

“Well, you ean do as you 
please with them. I re- 
fuse to recognize either of 
them. As far as I am 
eoneemed, I eannot hear 
a word they are saying. 

They are not going to drag 
me out there. I’^e got to 
get some sleep and get 
down to the office early in 
the morning. I have a lot 
of things to straighten 
out before I leave tomor- 
row night. I’m leaving 
on the Owl for San Fran- 
dseo at eight o’eloek.” 


‘ 77 / be ready in a 
ji1fy> darling” she soid, 
‘7 just haue to put my 
dress on!” 
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“Well, I’m not going out there, 
either,” answered Mrs. Maleolm. 
“You two imps have just enough 
gin in your systems to want to ‘go 
plaees’ and raise the roof. Well 
go ahead. I’m going to bed as 
soon as you all elear out of 
here.” 

Maleolm turned to Mrs. Bum- 
side, “What do you say, Marilyn? 
Shall you and I go? Let these 
two ‘old glooms’ get their sleep. 
You and I’ll ‘step out,’ ” and he 
ran to get her eloak, laughing as 
he went. 

Mrs. Maleolm tumed to Bum- 
side, “Let ’em go, Bill. Let them 
get it out of their systems. To- 
morrow they’ll feel like hell with 
their headaehes and we’ll have to 
take eare of them.” 

Bumside tumed to Mrs. Mal- 
eolm. “Gee, you’re s e n s i b 1 e, 
Ethel. I wish Marilyn was more 
like you. We eould buy a house 
in no time with the money that 
we’d save.” 

As he spoke, Maleolm eame 
baek into the room with his top- 
eoat and Marilyn’s wraps. He 
heard what Bumside had said to 
Ethel and as he kissed his wife, he 
turned to Burnside, “Yes, and I 
wish that Ethel was more like 
Marilyn. We’d have more fun.” 

Then, to his wife, “Don’t worry, 
Ethel, we’ll be home early. Can 
you tmst me out with Bill’s wife ? 
And how about you, Bill?” 

“Go ahead,” answered Bill, 
“have a good time but don’t break 
your fool neeks. Take eare of my 
wife. She’s the only wife I’ve got 
right now. And don’t blame me 
for tomorrow’s head-aehes.” 

The three went out together 


and left Mrs. Maleolm alone in 
the apartment. Down in the street 
Burnside made sure that his wife 
had her key in her purse, put her 
in Maleolm’s ear, and waved them 
away from the eurb. Then he got 
in his own ear and drove home. 
He slept soundly and stirred but 
slightly when his wife eame in 
shortly after two o’eloek in the 
morning. 

The following moming he was 
up bright and early and he was 
eooking his own breakfast when 
his wife ealled to him to bring her 
some iee water. He ehuekled to 
himself as he took her the eold 
drink and asked her, “Well, did- 
n’t I tell you so? Was I right?” 

“Yes, Bill, you were right. 
You’re always right. I don’t 
know what I’d do without you . . . 
My, what a head I’ve got on me 
this moming!” 

“That’s all right, dear,” he an- 
swered, “just lie around quiet to- 
day and if you don’t feel like 
eooking dinner tonight we ean eat 
out. I’ll be home earlier than 
usual beeause I have to paek in 
time to eateh the Owl at eight 
o’eloek.” 

Not many bloeks away, in the 
Maleolm apartment, the same 
thing was taking plaee, except for 
the ehanges in the parties. 

Herb Maleolm lay in bed and 
his wife, Ethel, administered to 
him with an iee paek on his head 
and a eup of steaming blaek coffee 
in her hand. “Didn’t I tell you?” 

“Yes, Mamma, you sure did. 
Why didn’t you make me stay 
home? Oh, my poor head! And 
I have to eateh a train for San 
Diego at twelve.” 
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He got out of bed, took a eold 
shower, dressed, took a Bromo, 
and asked'his wife to drive him 
to the Station. 

“Good-bye, dear, 
ril be baek in four 
or five days,” he 
ealled as he ran in 
under the Station 
parquet. 

Bill Burnside 
got home a little 
after six o’eloek 
and found his 
wife in the 
kitehen with 
dinner almost 
ready. “Why, 

Marilyn, I 
didn’t expect 
you to eook 
this evening. 

I thought you 
felt bad.” 

“I feel mueh 
better now,” she 
answered, “and 
the least I ean do 
is eook you a niee 
dinner when you 
are going to be 
gone for a week 
or more.” 

Burnside ate 
his dinner, paeked his 
bags, ealled a taxicab, 
kissed his wife and was 
off to the Depot. 

Somewhere around 
eight o’eloek the tele- 
phone rang in the 
Burnside apartment 
and Marilyn pieked up 
the receiver. A man’s 
voice spoke to her, “Are 
you ready, sweetheart?” 



“OA, my poor 
headl“ he 
moaned, "Why 
didn‘t you 
make me stay 
home last 

nightr 
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“Meet me at the usual eomer in 
thirty minutes,” she answered, “I 
want to paek a few things.” 

Four days later Herb Maleolm 
and Maril^m Bumside were in 
Gottage Nine at the Agua Cali- 
ente Hotel in Old Mexico. They 
had registered as H. M. Notman 
and wife. She was elad in a thin, 
transparent negligee that revealed 
more than it eoneealed. She was 
putting on stoekings and eaeh 
time she bent forward to straight- 
en a seam the folds of the negligee 
fell apart and exposed a wide area 
of pink-white satiny skin and lit- 
tle rolls and folds of flesh. Herb 
stared at her all the while she 
dressed. 

Presently she stood up and with 
her baek to him, stepped into a 
pair of green chiffon panties, laee- 
trimmed and very sheer, and then 
imprisoned a pair of bobbing, 
buxom breasts in a little brassiere 
that was hardly suAieient for 

them. She threw off the negligee 

then, and entirely unmindful of 
Herb, walked over to the elothes 
eloset, took down a dress from 
its hook and slipped it over her 
head. 

Then Maleolm said: “We’d 
better be getting baek, sweetheart. 
We’ve had our little holiday and 
our time is up.” 

“You know best, Herb,” she an- 
swered. “I don’t want to go baek 
yet but if you say so, I’m ready.” 

“I don’t want to go, either,” he 
replied, “but we have to be eare- 
ful. We have been lueky so far. 
As long as we have been doing 
this, four years now, we have 
never even been suspeeted. Let’s 


not take any ehanees now.” 

“You’re right,” she said, “we 
ean’t take any ehanees.” She 
paused, then went on, “You know, 
Herb, I love these oeeasional holi- 
days with you. We ean blow off 
steam, then go baek and appre- 
eiate our respective spouses the 
more for it. But I eouldn’t stand 
3rau all the time. I’ve got to have 
Bill. He’s solid, substantial. He 
would never go away from me 
with another woman on a trip like 
you do with me. I don’t know 
what I’d do if I lost Bill—even if 
he is a big unsuspeeting old 
ehump.” 

“By golly, Maril^m, you’ve hit 
it all right. That’s the word,” 
said Maleolm. “Chump. I feel 
the same way about Ethel as you 
do about Bill. I’d be lost with- 
out her. But she’s a ehump. 
That’s what they both are, just a 
eouple of ehumps.” 

A train was erawling slowly 
over the High Sierras near True- 
kee. Soon it would be in Nevada. 

In one of the Pullmans a man 
and a woman sat elose together. 
The man had his arm thrown 
proteetingly around the woman 
and he was whispering in her pink 
ear, “We’ll soon be in Reno, dear. 
It’ll take six weeks to get our 
divorces but after that we’ll have 
eaeh other. We ean go baek and 
save our money and buy a house 
and have kids. . . . Let Herb and 
Maril^m go to Mexico all they 
want then. If we had the money 
they have spent down there in the 
last four years we eould buy a 
house right now.” 

It was the “two ehumps.” 


Pep Stories 


67 


Sally Stenog: “I had to 
leave my last job beeause my 
employer’s wife aeeused me of 
making love to him.” 

New Employer: “O. K., kid. 
You may report for work to- 
morrow morning.” 

-oOo- 

Play Produeer: “Miss Star, in 
your next play you will take the 
part of a shy young girl.” 

Miss Star: “Ye gods! I'll have 
to get my grandmother to teaeh 
me how fo blush!” 


-oOo- 

“Did you see Fanny?” 
“Who’s Fanny?” 

Skippy: “lVcre you out late last 
night? You look worn out." 

Sooky: "Was lf 1 went to a 
wooden wedding?" 

Skippy: "Wooden wedding? What 
do you mean?" 

Sooky: "Yeah, two Poles were 
married." 


-oOo- 


Polks, we introduee you 
to Sauey Susie, the peppiest 
of them all. Susie eraeks 
this one for you: She says 
that girls aren’t going to 
wear straw hats any more; 
most of them are getting 
felt. 



p. .s. 








“It” Never Lasts! 


L OUIS, head barber in Paul’s 
. Sporting Barber Shop, was 
■' aeeustomed to men patrons 
as a rule, yet, whenever a femi- 
nine patron desired his services, 
he was equally at home with her. 
[ 68 ] 


Let me inform you that Paul’s 
plaee was loeated not far from 
Times Square. It was a rendez- 
vous for aetors and near-aetors, 
theatrieal produeers and near the- 
atrieal produeers, bootleggers and 












near bootleggers—in short, the 
successful people in every profes- 
sion mingled tvith the near-sue- 
cessful, there. 

Louis was only thirty. Fur- 
therniore, he was the most good- 
looking barber in New York. And 
a baehelor—not by ehoiee, but 
beeause he supported so many 
Aames in different love nests. He 
simply eouldn’t afford to marry 


any partieular femme beeause he 
had so many on his list. Get it.? 

To explain further: Louis was 
so popular with several Wall 
Street broker eustomers who had 
slipped him swelegant Street tips 
at various times, that he had ae- 
eumulated a neat fortune. Be- 
eause he loved the ladies, he 
squandered most of his neat in- 
eome on those fortunate ones of 
[69] 
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his ehoiee, and as a result he 
hadn’t gotten anywhere to date. 
From seven in the morning until 
quitting time, he barbered. After 
quitting time, he beeame a gentle- 
man about town, and one who 
donned elegant raiment, rode in 
taxicabs, and tossed his dough 
away wherever fancy dietated. 

It was six o’eloek in Paul’s 
shop. Paying Louis his week’s 
salary, Paul shook his head fondly 
at his star barber. 

“I suppose,” remarked Paul, 
“that sinee this is your regular 
night off, and pay night, I ean ex- 
peet you in tomorrow around 
noon, in your usual glued eon- 
dition, eh.? The morning follow- 
ing pay night is usually your 
headaehe - and - gee - how - punk- 
I-feel moming, and there is no 
reason to antieipate anything dif- 
ferent tomorrow, eh?” 

Louis grinned, rather sheep- 
ishly. 

“Well, a guy must play at least 
onee a week, boss—you know how 
it is.” 

“Okay, Louis. Have a swell 
time! Fact is, I wish I was your 
age, and single like you, myself. 
I ean’t remember the last time I 
was able to eseape the ball and 
eable for an evening off 1” 

“There will be no handeuiBng 
wife in my life, boss,” ehortled 
Louis, eomplaeently. “I’m too 
smart to fall for that wedding bell 
stuff. I—” 

He stopped short, petrihed. At 
that preeise instant, in walked the 
most sensational red-head Louis 
had ever seen in his vast experi- 
enee. She was no older than 
eighteen at most. Her evening 
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wrap was a Poiret masterpieee. 
The evening frock, as she easually 
flung the wrap on the nearest 
ehair, revealed a Agure of sueh 
slim perfection, curves and lines 
that any head barber would have 
slashed his eustomers’ throats in 
half merely glvlng her side 
glanees. In one hand was a eiga- 
rette, and in the other, a half- 
emptied silver flask of rye. Her 
gigantie violet eyes were slightly 
glazed for obvious reasons. 

She tapped Louis’ arm. 

“Are you the boss?” 

Louis stammered, “No. Mr. 
Gognoeei, here, is the boss—” 

She turned to Paul Gognoeei. 
“I’m Natalie Harrington,” she an- 
nouneed, in a rather thiek volce. 
“My father disowned me an hour 
ago for my wildness, and I’m now 
looking for a job as manieurist in 
your deadfall. How about it?” 

Mr. Gognoeei and Louis looked 
at eaeh other in gasplng amaze- 
ment. By a blind stroke of fate, 
the eurrent manieurist had quit 
early that morning to be legally 
merged with a bootlegger. The 
employment ageney had not yet 
sent around a suitable substitute. 
Natalie Harrington’s father owned 
the Harrington Steel Gorporation, 
and there had been enough head- 
lines about her to furnish material 
for all the Sunday feature edltions 
for months to eome. To hlre her 
would be an unparalleled stroke 
of luek—a break that would add 
dozens of patrons to the shop. 

Paul grabbed her at onee. 

“Can you start right away?” he 
demanded joyfully. 

“Tomorrow at nine sharp,” she 
yawned, and Anished the rest of 



'My millionaire father's }use disowned me^ she said dizzily, 
“and I want a manieurist job, Got oneT" 


the flask in one heetie gulp. “It’s 
far too late now, of eourse—and 
besides, I haven’t had dinner yet.” 
She tumed to Louis imperiously. 
“Take me to dine somewhere, will 
you? I’m starved.” 

Paul nodded quickly at his head 
barber. Louis beamed and in- 
serted her arm under his. Gal- 
lantly, he eseorted her to a taxi. 
Ten minutes later they were in 
Mordeau’s. There were intimate 


little booths in Mordeau’s, and 
you eould order anything from 
beer to ehampagne. 

Louis pondered rapidly as she 
leaned her Aaming head on his 
shoulder and elosed her eyes. His 
plans for the evening hadn’t in- 
eluded anything unexpected like 
this. He had intended to visit 
Irma, who ruled his West End 
apartment of late. Irma was third 
from the line in a burlesque house 
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on the Stem, and usually was 
through at midnight. From mid- 
night until noon next day, she 
would be all his. But, in eom- 
parison to this soeiety beauty 
peacefully asleep on his shoulder, 
Irma was so hammy that Louis 
mentally eased her out of the pie- 
ture at onee. 

Purthermore, if he wished to 
retain- his plaee in Mr. Gognoeei’s 
good graees, it behooyed him not 
to lose sight of the deleetable Na- 
talie even for a seeond. When 
Paul had nodded at him, there 
had been a silent waming in his 
protruding blaek eyes: “Deliver 
this ritzy honey safely to the shop 
at nine tomorrow, Louis, or it will 
be just too bad!” 

Well, redeeted Louis, with a 
grin and a shrug, fate eould have 
handed him a deeidedly punker 
break than this. He would sober 
up the sizzling Natalie with a few 
shots of blaek colfee, show her a 
niee time, take her to a hotel for 
the night somewhere, and in the 
moming Paul would beam at him 
in gratitude and eonsider him a 
smart guy. What eould be more 
kosher? 

A pot of colfee, however, failed 
to sober Natalie as mueh as he 
antidpated. It merely went well 
with the eoektails, turtle soup, 
roast Maryland turkey, and iee 
eream, and that was all. Natalie 
sleepily insisted on eognae, Kiim- 
mel, ehartreuse and Benedietine 
after the dessert, so all the good 
eSeet of the eoSee was lost. 

“Take me to your apartment, 
darlin’,” she yawned. “I’m too 
languid and sleepy for words.’’ 

Being well acquainted with 
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hotel elerks, Louis had no diffi- 
eulty whatever in obtaining a 
large double room in an inean- 
deseent Alley hostelry. He didn’t 
even need the usual phony suit- 
ease, though Jake, the desk man, 
evinced the utmost astonishment 
at sight of his eompanion as Louis 
signed the register. 

“Goshl” said Jake, feebly. 
“You eertainly have promoted 
yourself into a big shot, Louis! 
Sinee when do you travel around 
with soeiety numbers of her 
elass?” 

Louis tried to aet as if eseorting 
a girl like Natalie Harrington into 
a hotel room were small-time 
stuff, but made a poor stab at it. 
His grin of eomplaeeney would 
have made a Ghessy eat look like 
a pall-bearer. Having loeked the 
door, he watehed Natalie remove 
the wrap and fling it on the bed, 
then herseW adjacent to it. The 
sheath of an evening dress slid up 
as she did so, and briefs of ex- 
treme vividness and laeiness de- 
lighted his eyes, not to mention 
blinding white stretehes of knee 
and thigh. 

“Darling,” she said, “before I 
undress, it would give me a pass- 
ing thrill if I saw you in all your 
virile, manly perfection first. Give 
me a eigarette and a drink from 
the bottle you brought with you 
from Mordeau’s, and then shed 
your raiment.” 

This eertainly was not Hoyle. 
Usually, when Louis loeked a 
door on a femme, it was she who 
undraped herself first to give him 
a preliminary caviar taste before 
the feast—and he stared at her 
pop-eyed. 


Ile was Nczo Yorh's hatidsomest barber and every pretty girl 
wanted to he a flame of kis. 


“What’s the idea?” he yelped. 
“I’in very jaded with men,” she 
yawned. “There have been so 
many males in my life of late that 
I bother with no eandidate who 
doesn’t really thrill me. In your 
snappy gray pin stripe suit, you 
eertainly look promising. But the 
burning question is — how will 
thatipromise be fulfilled when you 
are outside of the suit, Louis?” 

“Oh,” sneered Louis, “is that 
so! Well, if you think I’m going 
to leap through a hoop for you 
just beeause you’re Natalie Har- 
rington, take another shot in the 
arm, baby. No wonder your 
father aired youl He must have 
got washed up on you plenty-^” 
He might not have talked like 


that, with red spots of indignation 
in his handsome face, if so many 
assorted liqueurs hadn’t raved in 
his veins. He had a pretty good 
opinion of himself—^with reason. 
Didn’t he possess fifty grand of 
his own? And weren’t at least 
five or six assorted euties nerts 
about him pah-lenty? 

Natalie rose and started to don 
the wrap. Her eyes viewed him 
in a most indifferent manner. 

“Well, thanks for the dinner, 
anyway,” she yawned. “I’ll be 
going now. There are several 
other barber shops I’d like to try, 
and there is still plenty of time, 
beeause the tonsorial establish- 
ments in the Broadway seetor do 
not elose until midnight, mostly. 
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Sorry you ean’t please me in this 
little matter, boy friend, but no 
hard feelings—” 

Louis stopped her just in time. 
Another instant, and she would 
have tumed the evening into a de- 
baele unthinkable. How eould he 
face the outraged Paul in the 
moming if he let her walk out on 
him.'* Paul would justly think 
that his eelebrated S. A. and IT 
had fizzled, and that he had been 
unable to hold her — and that 
thought gave Louis Aaming pause. 

“Okay,” he ehirped. “You win. 
Return to the bed, baby, and 
wateh me. And if I do say it my- 
self, ril bet a shoe hom against a 
eow bell you’ll never think of air- 
ing yourself afterwards!” 

As the humor of the situation 
suddenly struek him, he gave vent 
to deep ehuekles. Nobody eould 
eall him a poor sport or a moist 
smaek, and he’d save this ritzy 
number for Paul’s shop. Remov- 
ing the quart bottle from his eoat 
poeket, and swishing out a poeket 
eup at the same time, he handed 
them to her with a grinning bow. 
Then a eigarette— 

She tossed the eup under the 
bed disdainfully, tipped the bot- 
tle neek to her exquisitively eut 
berry lips, and a quarter of its 
eontents vanished down her slim 
throat. Louis gulped. By all the 
saered bulls of Spain, what a ea- 
paeity! Dizzily, he disrobed. 
Pirst, eoat, vest, trousers, and 
shirt. That left him in his B. V. 
X.’s and silk hose with spatted 
shoes. He struek an attitude, 
elowning it with a grin. He was 
beginning to enjoy himself! No 
other baby had ever put him un- 


der a preliminary X-ray like this, 
and the novelty of the situation 
had its points—and how. 

“Well,” he inquired softly, 
“how do you like me, Natalie? 
Do I ^uali^y.?” 

From the bed, she regarded him 
with eritieal eyes. 

Slowly they kindled. He was 
nothing if not well-built, and from 
the torso down, espeeially, an 
Apollo might have envied him. 

Natalie nodded approvingly. 
Suddenly she was on her feet be- 
side him, and her hands roamed 
over his museles lovingly. A giant 
blaze grew and grew in her eyes 
until they seared Louis in their 
heat. 

“Magnificent!” she hissed sibi- 
lantly. “Just the maseuline per- 
fection I’ve been looking for, dar- 
ling. Absolutely unsurpassed!” 

In a blinding rush she reaehed 
for shoulder straps. The evening 
dress slid off her, and she stood an 
ineh away from him in nothing 
but the sheerest of shorts and 
stoekings. . . . 

If Louis were maseuline perfec- 
tion in her eyes, how mueh femi- 
nine perfection was she in his! 
Nature had endowed her with a 
leopard graee and exquisiteness. 
Her eoral-pointed breasts, the 
sheer beauty of her torso, the 
tapering, beautifully-flowing lines 
of hip and thigh and leg, made 
him eateh his breath sharply. 
The Tigress blaze in her eyes as 
her hands reaehed for his neek and 
his lips were erushed by hers, the 
intensity of her passion had never 
been a part of his sexy past, fea- 
tured though that past had been 
by (Continued on page 82) 
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Guy: What did you think of that eute baby l introdueed you 
to last nightP 

Automobile Fan; Why, she had very niee headlamps and a 
beautiful ehassis. l think she eould be lively without going 
too fast, but when l heard her sing l deeided she needed a 
sileneer! 


He: “It’s so 
dark here I ean 
hardly see ray hand 
belore ray face.” 

She: “But you 
know darn well 
that your hand is 
not before your 
face." 



Her N e w e s t 
Husband : “My 
darling, that dia- 
raond ring is beau- 
tiful. Who gave it 
to you?” 

Herself: “Yes, 
it is lovely, isn’t 
it? It’s a present 
from ray next hus- 
hand!” 


Bill: “Well, well, I ean see that you’re a 
modern girl all the way through, eh.?” 


Lil: “Oh, goodness—I forgot to put my 
slip on!” 


Judge: “And did you really murder six women?” 

Prisoner: “Of eourse not, Your Honor. They were 
simply the victims of a praetieal ehoker!” 

















Piek-A-Peppy-Pal Club 



Mrs. Peggy Brennon Shane 


The purpose of this elub is ta drive awap 
lonesomeness. 1 want everp reader of PEP 
STORIES to be full of fun and laughter. 1 
want you to be full of pep and you ean be, 
too. Just piek out a pal whose letter is below 
and write to her or kim. Put your letter in 
a stamped envelope with the name written in 
peneil on the outside. Letters without stamps 
will not be forwarded. Address the letters to 
Mrs. Peggy Brennon Shane, \Zth floor, 305 
East ASth Street, New York Gity. Note the 
address carefully. Please be sure to give your 
real name and address. No addresses will be 
sent. 



Dear Mrs. Shane:— 

I bet you must get hundreds and hun- 
dreds of letters from all over the world. 
Yours is sueh a great idea and I’d love to 
beeome a member of the elub. Is there 
room for me? I’m seventeen, five foot 
tall and weigh ninety-six pounds. I’ye 
got brown hair and blue eyes and my 
prineipal reeommendation is that I’ye got 
loads of snap and plenty of pep. 

Mollie R. 

Dear Mrs. Shane:— 

Maybe all this drinking and petting is 
the style but then I’m an old-fashioned 
fellow. Not that I don’t enjoy a good 
time but night after night of drinking and 
neeking leaves a sour taste in your mouth. 
I eome from a small town where the op- 
portunities for making new friends are 
very limited. I wonder if some of the 
many people who write to you would like 
to write to me. Please don’t get me 
wrong, Mrs. Shane. I’m not a erab— 
just that I want more from life than a 
eontinuous round of drunken orgies. 

I’m twenty-four, Ameriean, five feet 
ten inehes, blue eyes and I guess you’d 
eall my hair medium. 

Jim, Lenox. 

Dear Mrs. Shane:— 

New York City is a great plaee all 
right but when you’re all alone you might 
[76] 


just as well be out in the desert. It’s so 
very hard to make the right kind of 
friends. I’m studying daneing in New 
York and I love my work but all work 
and no play ean make a dull girl of Kay 
as well as it ean make a dull one of Jack. 

I’m nineteen and of rather a shy dis- 
position but what I ean’t express in words 
I ean say with the pen. I’ll make a good 
pen pal for someone. Will you give me 
a ehanee to prove this? 

Kay, New York. 

Dear Mrs. Shane:— 

Do you know the old line about the 
man who eomes from Missouri? Well, 
he’s supposed to be the kind that wants to 
be shown things and I want to be shown 
just what your elub ean do. I’^e been 
reading PEP STORIES for many years 
now and I always turn to your seetion 
with interest. I like the spirit in the let- 
ters of the members. They seem to have 
sueh eonhdenee that you’re going to fix 
things up for them. 

I’m twenty-six and not too bad to look 
at. rve got a normal disposition and I’m 
interested iti everything the normal fcllow 
is interested in. Nothing any different 
about me—just an all around man. Are 
there a eouple of friends left for me? 

A Missourian. 
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You won’t stiek to 
Fritzi Loffen 
Doesn’t kiss a man so 
often! 


ile * * 

frifey: *‘Ltsten liere, you, last night 
you mentioned the name Elorenee in your 
sleepf* 

Huhby: **Did If Well, dont let it 
•worry you, darling, it*s merely the name 
of a new dog l bought yesterday!* 

Wifey; "Oh, is itf Well, the dog 
ealled you up this afternoonr* 


* * * * 



Lovcr: "Wluit do you mean you don't 
love me anymore? I’ve always played 
fair, haven’t I?” 

Luey: “Sure, you’re fa!r, but I like 
’em warmer, kid!” 



Him: “All my friends tell me 
that you’re some wonderful little 
petter.” 


Her; “I’ve had no eomplaints 
so far.” 


Little Willie was makinS faces at 
his nurse. “Why, Willie” said his 
mother, “that’s rude! Don’t you 
love your nursie any more?” 

“Gosh, no!” said little Willie, “I 
ean’t stand her! I wish I eould 
pineh her eheeks like Papa does!” 

^ 

HARRY: “SAY, MAIME’S 
EYENING GOWN IS PRETTY, 
BUT AWEULLY DEGOL- 
LETTE. DO YOU THINK THE 
WOMEN ARE GOING TO 
WEAR THEM ANY LOWER?” 

FRED: “NO. WHY MAN, 
THE END IS IN VIEW RIGHT 
NOW!” 

HARRY: “NO EOOLIN’. GEE, 
I HAYEN’T SEEN ANY THAT 
LOW!” 













—And She Did! 


By NAT YOUNG 


F you kiss me 

I won’t seream; 

Love is sueh 
A pleasant dream. 

I don’t want 
To wake just yet; 
I’d mueh rather 
Sit and pet. 


Or reelining 
In your arms 
Taste all love’s 
Porbidden eharms. 


Treat me rough, 

I won’t get sore, 

I’ll meet you 
Half way, and more! 


i, 
e 
i < 
i \ 
i 
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Forget Depression and Wage-Guts! 



ORLD rAMOOS 

^ SHIFV-r 




eOMPANY 


Will EstablishYou 
In BI6 PAYING BUSINESS! 



hy work for others? If you have ofteii 
•• ihed for a big paying business of your own, 
h“rc is your Golden Opportunity. Like thou- 
.uiids of other ambitious men who have be- 
0 ne Publie Serviee RepresentatWes, 
ean break into the big money elass— 
hr-Loine your own boss—set your own 
liours. If you wish, you ean bold your 
present job, and double your ineome in 
) our spare hours. 

HERE’S THE PROPOSITION 

ihe ■nationally famous line of Publie 
• fervic0 Shirts, Ties, Hosiery, Underwear, 
eto., is sold direet-to-eustomers, through 
aithorized Publie Serviee Representa- 
ives. You arenow offered the opportunity 
10 handle the Publie Serviee Line in your 
isrritory. Poeket big pay daily by simply 
iliowing this eomplete line to men in your 
town. Orders are eagr beeause Publie 



Serviee merehandise is styled on Fifth Avenue 
quality made in our own huge mills—prieed 
right—and guaranteed 100 %. 

1. BIG eOMMISSlONS IN ADYANGE. 

2. EXTRA GASH BONUSES. 

3. YOUR OWN SHIRTS AND TIES 
FREE. 

Don’t invest a single penny of your own 
money. We supply you with a eomplete 
Selling Outiit FREE. This outiit is seien- 
tiiieally ereated—just show it and your 
eash protits roll up automatieally. 

AGT AT ONGE 

Start on the road to big money by mail- 
ing the eoupon below, today. We supply 
tested sales plans that make everything 
easy. There’s no limit to the business 
you ean build for yourself. Aetually, you 
write your o'wn pay eheek. Don't delay. 
Write for the big FREE line NOW, 




PUBLIG SERYIGE MILLS, ine. 

Dept. 3010, West New York, New ^ersey 


SHIRT$ 



TIES 


Aa ertsnsiTa line of 
tb0 newMt. handHoma 
oraTKtB Antiuinglr 
tow pnoaa 


HOSIERY 

Mado r 11 ! h t and 
pnr, (1 r Klit. Btielu- 
»iTo 1 tfih Aronuo 
niiinhei' tl'at win 
if»^y uiilors 


IW 

IINDER.WEAR. 

For evory seaaon— 
for every taste And 
prieod to oneouraBO 
auiek buylne. 


Publie Serriee Mllla, Inp. 

Depi. 3010, Wo«t New York, N. J. 

I am anxioua to operate my own bifir pnylng Sbirt, Tie, 
Hoaiory and Underwear business by aetini? aa a PubUe 
Seryieo Represontative. Please rush eomplete Selline Outfit 
FREE. 

Name .. 

Addresi .. 

Town . State . 

(Canadtan Agents write: 110 Dnndas Street, London, 
Ontario, Ganada) 
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He: “Did you really fool Teddy at that New Year’s 
Eve eostume party?” 

She: “Well,—nearly to the last minute, anyhow.” 

He: “Aha! I knew you’d give yourseH away!” 

-o::o- 

Maggie the Old Maid went to see a erystal gazer 
to find out what her future held for her. The old 
geezer — pardon, we mean gazer—looked at Maggie 
and said: “For ten dollars Pll make all yotir dreams 
eome true.” 

“Well here,” said Maggie, “for Pete’s sake, take this 
ten-dollar bill and get that erystal out of the wayi” 
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No fuss or bother. Just a &queezc of the band^ tube and you are eafe and j>roteeted 
for 8 hours I You need no eumberBome aeeeeaories, you need no water. Juat ^ni>Jen 
abne and peaee of mind ie your«. At home or travelllng, it Is Quick, convenient and 
iiatantameou» in lt« aetion. It is tbe «urest, eafeet proteetion you ean sive youraelf. 

Speeial Oifer NOW —Only 

To introduee Sani-Jell to you 1 offer you a large tube for 
only 26 eents—eomplete -with nozzle attaehment. Mail the 
eoupon nt onee and your paekage will eorae to you by return 
mail—in plain wrapper. Take advantage of this very apeeial 

offer today—it may be wlthdrawn ehortly. Mail the eoupon ^ ■mmhhhhk 

^ Vioret Paue. Oept. B-4 

With your large tube of Sani-Jell ,55 Ea$t llth Street 
M4 H-K I wlll send you a free eopy of / Pleaee 

Biy hdpfui book -Ho™ to ^ 

Praetiee Pemirane Hygiene. a sanl-lell. eomplete wlth nDZ> 
Authoritative and selentiiie, it will open your eye<* to the ^ zle, for the speeial prlee of 
vital importanee of proper ferainine sanitnry measures. ^ pnly 25 cfnts, whloh I am en» 
Perhaps it may eorreet the misUkes yon have been w hSnif‘"nn Am?ninn® hvflien«“'^ 
making, It telle you cxnctly wbat you want to know ♦ „1^,^ wrapper 
about this peraonal matter that means «o veri/ mueh # 

to your healtb and happinesa. Mail the eoupon ^ Name . 

NOWl viOI,ETPACE Addr«M . 

55 Eaat lllh St., Dapt. B-4, New York, N. Y. # Town . 


No Water or Aeeessories 


MARRIED WOMEN 

BndWorry 




«tiiis NEW, EASY WAYi 


No more fears and uneertainties. At 
last that intnnate problem of married Hfe 
is 8olved—safely, simply, surely. Why 
take ehanees with your health and hap« 
piness? Garelessness, ignoranee or the 
wrong protective measures ean 


Phy«toion« warn 

mean a Hfetime of regret, unhappiness and geroua aeida or eauatio 


despalr. Let SANI-iELL h^h the ever 


present fear8 and worries that now rob Sani-jeii. harmieae. «/- 
e e • j f»ettvo and «o oonv«- 

~ 11 OT peaee of mmd. ment. 


ure Proteetion Instantly 


Sani-Jell is ffuaranteed protee- 
tion—destroying: germ-laden aeeu- 
mulations instanttyl Dainty women 
say it is just what they have al- 
ways wanted. It is absolutely reli- 
able, absolutely hamdess! So mueb 
simpler and saper to use than ear- 
bolie aeid or mereury eompounds. 

Sani-Jell is safe to use on the 
tender membranes—yet it is abso- 
lutely effective. This soothing, 
harmless jelly-like eompound is 
kind to human tissues but destrue- 


tive of germ life. And it is so easy 
to use. Always ready at a moment’s 
notiee, it g:ive3 you eomplete anti- 
septie proteetion anytime, any- 
where, 

Sani-Jell eomes in a convenient 
tube, with long rubber nozzle at- 
taehment. A single squeeze or turn 
of tbe key forces the soft jelly well 
up into the vaginal traet, where it 
forms a protective eoating over all 
the parts. You are instantly safe- 
guarded against the entry of germ- 
laden aeeumulations. 


State 
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TILLIE& MAC 

(NEW STDPFt> Poiiehas & Browmng, Dumh Dora. MaKBio 
it Jigss, Boss & Buhbles. (Tbe Gumps, Preneb Stetiographer, 
▲ Baobelor's Dream. Ad&m & £vo. mp & Alieo. A Model's 
Llfo. OrKonal—"KiKht to P&ria,” Toots & easper. A 
rn arJiT nftTi*H D&ughter. »nd ovor 100 tnoro. A1*K> over 70 
Bato & Darihg Preneh typo piettu'os, inel. 18 Aetion Photos 
Montm&rtro typo of Men and Wonion in vanous poses, Also 
Jnc. Women Alono, in ditterent positions, ete., speelala nw 
vntii ordor—'‘Advice on llow to Win at OardB,” also ‘’Tho 
Night Llfa of Paris.” and aoino short raro l'roneh Btoriea. 
oto.. ote. Goods eont sealed in plain wrapper. You wiU 
receive &11 of tho &bovo. You may Bend eash. tnoney ordor 
or stamps. 

SPEeiAL: AU F0R $1.00 


PARIS IMPORT eo. 


4166 PARK AVE. NEW YDRK CITY 


Dept. P. 


FLECTO 


EYERYBODY WAKTS 
THIS PRIYATE 
POGKET MIROSeOPE 
9 Sweethearts, friends and what'a dolne. Ko one knows hy 
this arrangement you deteet seerets. Hard 
tubber umuuo gadeot. Fits eyo its monoelo. 
Mado hko iowoler'B Rlass, Last lifo time. 
Witli 8 (lai'imr, spley, poppy, FBENCH PIG- 
TURES (lleal Stiiff). «1.10 L'ASU Witb 
Order, No. C. 0. D, Shipments. 



REYLITE eo., Dept. * 
City Hall Poet OfHce 


New York dty 


FREE GATALOG 

Of PiemiES, BOOKS and NOYELTIES. Of interoet to 
Mon. Siampe appreeiaied. 

Howard S&les Ce., Dept. I. Box 529. San Praneiieo, Cal. 


LADIES! 


When dolayed or irregular foT 
Quick robults ase 0. J. 0. Pe- 
riodie Reliel Compound, often 
moves (etuhboru) eases lons 
twerduo In 48 hours Usod by doolors. 
gu&ranta^. No irtoifer(inco wlth work. Mall $2.00, doublo 
iitreagtb; 2 t>oxes for $3.76. 

0. J. 0. Ukintomi, Dapt. 212.A, 203 W. Miitk An., eUeM. 


WERGO ERENGH TONIG TABIETS ■ 


Doublo Streneth, A potent tonio and nerve^ stlmulimt for 
men. $2.00 postpald, m plaln wrapper (or C.O.D., $2.15), 
3 hores for $5.00. Speeial strongth for RevM0 «ses, $3 00. 
2 boies Speoial Strength. $5.00. Monoy haek guaranteo. 

WERCO LABORATORIES „ ^ o 

205 Middleiei Lewell, Moi». Dept. R. 


BED WETTING 

and Laek of eontrol of Urina In Young 
er Old BANISHED. Instruetions FREE. 

ZEMETO eo., Dept. 40, B0X 1134, MILWAUKEE, WIS. 


PARIS HOT LOYERS' PHOTOS 
Taken from Lifo Poses of Preneii Glrls and Pellows. In 
Pasbionato Ilot Lovo Seenes. The Best Ft«ncjh Loiers 
phote» on iho market. Tliey ean’t he Boat. 15 for >1.00, 
or 60 for $3.00. all difforeDl posos. Aotion pietme Booklet 

“¥ea“breeze noyelty house _ , 

Weet Haven, Conn, Dept. P.AP.L 


PARTY PEOPLE 

Personal introduetions to other parly peoplo anywhere In 
Amoriea, Full uifoniiation for stamp. 

K. eOREY, 

Desk A, Room 502. 524 So. Spiiiig St, Los Argetes. 


You’re sure to fall 
For Maggy Maees 
Likes to neek 

In niee dark plaees! 


“It” Never Liists 

{Conti?iU€d from page 74) 

beauties of every soeial stiata. 

He reaehed blindly for tlie light 
switeh. , . , 

Mr, Cognocci was in a very sour 
mood next day when Louis eame in. 
It was almost midnight, and the head 
barber had failcd to materialize, henee 
Paul had reason to be sore. 

Louis had never looked sueh a hgure of 
sartorial perfectiqn as the irritated ton- 
sorial impresario glared at his erstwhile 
head barber. His top eoat was fur- 
eollared. Unbuttoned, it rcvealed a daz- 
zling glimpse of white shirt front and 
dark dinner eoat. A platinum-headed 
walking stiek was grasped in one dia- 
monded hand, and a jeweled eigarette 
holder embraeed a gold-tipped eigarette. 
Outside, Mr. Gognoeei glimpsed a limou- 
sine so large and sinart and impressive, 
with a uniformed cliauffeur at the wheel, 
that Paul almost swooned. 

Louis grasped his haiid in a eordial 
grip, 

“Sorry to leave you, boss,” he uttered. 
“But there’s no further reason for work- 
ing, I got legally sealed to Natalie this 
aftcrnoon at the Munieipal Bureau, and 
am now her oIHeial hubby. She was only 
kidding you last night when she ehirped 
her old gent di-bowned her. She was all 
washed up on tlie muggs she met in deah 
old sassiety, and she was looking for a 
real man like me, She settled half a 
million on me the minute the altar ehimes 
boomed.’* 

Mr. Gognoeei reeled to a seat and 
fecbly regarded Louis. 

Then he forccd a siek grin. 
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“I wish you luek!” he whispered. 
“You’ll need it, you poor half-wit! And 
you were the oaf who said he’d never get 
married I” 

“Well,” beamed Louis, ‘Sve all make 
mistakes, boss—that’s why they have rub- 
ber mats under euspidors. You know 
how it is!” 

But he applied for his old position with 
Paul only a week later, nevertheless. 
Matrimony was too eramping—and Na- 
talie didn’t hnd him as thrilling as the 
first time, he discovered, so, after a week, 
he reeled home late one night and found 
a dismissal note pinned to his pillow. 
That was how poor Louis’ swanky mar- 
riage blew up in smoke. 

¥ 4 4 

Love in the Puture 

(Continued from page 58) 

the comfort of his love, and the re- 
mainder of the ride was a sweet, Aoating 
dream to them both, Only wlien the taxi 
eame to a shuddering stop before a eluster 
of bright lights, did he take his lips from 
hers, or rcmove his arm from about her 
waist. Then, reluetantly, he opened the 
door and helped her alight. 

Uttering a startled, little ery, she 
paused, elutehing his arm. “Why, Rieh- 
ard,” she w'hispered, “you havcn’t taken 
me to the Commissioner’s olliee! This is 
the airport! What does this mean?” 

“It means,” he answered, “that you’re 
quite right in every way. The modern 
hippogriff you see before you is the trans- 
eontinental plane, ‘Mereury,’ whieh pauses 
here to reluel cvcry night belore eontinu- 
ing its Aight to New York. I imagined 
it would be here at about this time, and 
unless I’m greatly mistaken, we’ll have 
just time enough in whieh to board it.’’ 

“You—you mean you’re taking me 
with you to New York?” she gasped. 

“You guessed it!” he grinned. “It’ll 
be a sort of pre-wedding honeymoon, 
darling. Besides, I want you to meet my 
father.’’ 

“Oh, but the Gommissioner will be 
p. s. 


don’tWORRY 

Why put up with 
years of needless dis- 
comfort and worry? 

Try a Brooks Auto- 
matie Air Gushion. 

This marvelous ap- 
plianee permits the 
opening to elose, yet 
holds rupture seeure- 
ly, comfortahly—day 
and night. Thousands report amasing ro 
sults. Light, neat-fitting. No hard pads, 
met^ girdle or parts to chafe or gouge. 
Patented in U. S. and 13 foreign eountrles. 
Try one 10 DAYS WITHOUT A PENNY’S 
RISK. You’U be delighted. Free book on 
Rupture and eonYineing facts mailed post- 
paiu in plain sealed envelope. Address 
BROOKS VPLURCE C0.. 189« llats CL. Mirsbill, MioK 



TJllIE&MA€ 


>«preventosan for MEN” 

Preferred by milliona of m«n. 
pTeventfl Inreotioua Diseases. 
U your Druggist eannot «up- 
ply. 6 tubea wiU bo mtUed in 
plam wranior upoa rooolpt 
of $1 00. 

PREYENTOSAN LABORATORY 
18 Warren Stroet. New York. N. Y., Dept. P 



WOMEN? 


rDON’TWORRY ABOUT 

I delayod periods from unnatural 

eaiiseH. Kor eiuiek results use 

S. P. Monthly Regulars. Movefl eases long ovcrdue. many 
in 48 bours Safo, harmless, trua^anteed. $2.00; Double 
Slrenidb. $3.00. 2 for $5 00, postpaid. Snyder Prodiiotl 

Co., Oept. II.E, 1434 No. Wells St., Ghieago. 


Rl nnn piseases —no matten 

DLUUU How Bad or Old the Oase 

or Whet'e the Gause send for PREE Booklot about Dr. 
Pantor'3 Treatmont used sueeessIuUy for over 25 years. 
PANTER REMEOY CO., 54 W. Lake, Room H-605, Ch<cago 


eORRESPONDENGE CLUB 

Book of photos and deseriptions o£ wealthy menv- 
bers sent frce in plain wrapper. 

TIIE EXCliANGE 

Depi. 102. Kaneea Cliy, Mo. 


"MEN ONLY’’ ... GET NEXT 

Darmst irreoeli and Si)an)s.h Girl Pleture.H. ainey and real- 
ibtio books. <i‘rivatelv printed.) Kind of lltprature you 
llko bnt srtdnm got. Also latost. importod Krt-neh n(>vc'ltif'3, 
ete. t’ontldential partteulars. priee liats (“ent sealed) lOo 
eom. (Adults only ) Address 

PINEARTS. Oept. 138. No. Blenhoim. New Yerk 


TILLIE AND MAC 

Jlees and Mat'eie. Muit and jcir, Andy and Mlu. Oartoons. 
A)so 12 DaiiiiR Ilot Kroneh Bedroom l’oses. In elear. 
rlossy pOHreards. And 32 Samplos of Beautl/ul I'riAeb 
MedelH. All ff>r $1.00. 

SEABREEZE NOYELTY HOUSE 
West Haven, Conn. Oept. P>AP-TBR 


RARE ROOKS 

A Wifo’8 Confc.ssion. Madamo Du Barry, Mlle. Pifl. Paeta 
About Sex, DauRhtera of lSvo. 26 Men and a Olrl. lllloit 
Lova. 25o eaeb, 8 for 50c. AU for $1.00 postpaid. 
eatalog, lOe. 

UNtON SALES eo.. 740 W. Madison 8t.. Ghioaso. III. 
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DAIVI-ZINE 

FOR SIGK GLANDS GAUSED 
FROM AGE, DISEASE, Ete. 

A produet of medieal researeh prGseribed by phy- 
sieians in the treatment of staryed glands. You 
take no ehanees and waste no money. Satisfaction 
gniarnnteed or monuy refundod. We invite eorre- 
spondenee with physieiana. Paeked 2"» Dam-Zinea, 
$1.00; 200 for $5.00. A $1.00 order now means a 
$3.00 order later. Speeial physieians olTer, 1,000 
Dam-Zines. $21.26. AU proods sent in plain sealed 
paekages postpaid. No C. O. D. Send eash or 
money-order and expect Dam-Zines by first return 
mail. No delay. Write now. All eorrespondenee 
oonndential. 

DAM-ZINE LABORATORY 
Box 101 Golumbus, Ohio 


LONELY? 

Let me arrange a romaotie eorre»* 
pondenee for you. Find yourseU a 
Bweetlieart thru Amenea’s foremoet 
seleet soeial eorrespondenee elub. A friond» 
ehlp letter soeiety for lonely ladies and gentlemen. Membera 
«Terywhere; CONFIDENTIAL introduetions letter; 
e^ent. dlgnlfied and eontinuous servicc I havc nuuie thou- 
sands of loa^y people happy — why not you? Wnte for FREB 
Boaied partiemars, Evan Moorg, Box 908, Jacksonv11le, Fla. 



Tillie the Toiler 


Tho fanious eaitoon book. only 40o. Also Muft and Jeff. 
BnnRinB Uu Paiher. Winnio Winklp. Moon Mullins, ’*lt«d 
Uot,” ‘’AIarrled Llfe.” ’'Lovcrs' Hoerots.” All for $3.00 , 
by e:q}ros5. Send stamps or mmioy order. ' 

PAN>AMER1CAN CD., Oept. P. T. 

215 Beaumont St., Manhattan Beaeh, BrooKlyn, N. Y. 

A NIGHT IN PARIS | 

(KINO MEN LIKE) ”Amos ’N’ Andy & Madame <luocn.’* 
■’Tho Old Man Steps Out.” ”Tho Cats Away.” ”Abie 
Kahibblo,” ”Night in a narem,” ”Fanny and Dan.’ 
■’Polly.” ■’A Farmcx'a Daughter.” and 85 moro; «Lso C5 | 
Kreneh jnrl photos, inel. Men & Women in vanou3 poses; 
aU roT $100 hill. ....... „ 

PARK ART eo., 4162 PaHt Ave., N. Y. City. DepL P. 


LADIES 


Thousands of eases of un- 
natural MONTHLY pain, 
irregularity and supprpss,ion 
safcly and oasily ovei-come 
by famous formula eomposing my Succes8ful Rclief 
Gompound. Even some of worst eases yiddod in 
few days after other methods failed. I absolutely 
Guarantee it harmless. easy to take and will not 
interfere with duties. Mail $3.00 for Gomplete Com- 
bination Treatment. Literaturo FREE. Wiite today 
DR. E. M. PERDUE 

Soite 602, BIB Walnut Street, Kansas City, Mo. 


**Men** Don«t Mi*s Thls Onel 

64 mmiaturo pliotos of dashine Spanish Senonias. seduetire 
l'Tpneh Jaitos, Amertean Gold DiBgprs, rasematinK Italian 
Maids (taken from lifo pose--) all for 6»c (nionao* or(l«r). 
Sampie assortment 32 minSafurc.s 25c Hot Stult {Nuf std). 
Snppl> limited. eoiilldentlal partieulars. pneellst', with eaeh 
onler. Address: 

REALART STUDIO. Dept. 42, Pultonham. New York. 


“SNAPPT PHOTOS 0F PRETTY SIRLS" 

Posed in tho '•Nudo”— all ‘'Prwit View.s”—8 for $1.00, 25 
for $8 01). Other poses (Hide and Baek Yiews) 10 for $1.00, 
30 for $2 00 ”(}irls in Damty TiinBorio”—15 for $1 00 
(all post rard siao). Please order hv mail and staie age. 
CREEO. Oept. R. 6441 Cottage Grove Ave.. Ghieago. lil. 


wild if he hnds out I’ye defied him by 
running away!” she exclaimed. 

“The Gommissioner is already aware 
of your intentions, young woman!” spoke 
a voice gruffly, and the dark figure of a 
man detaehed itself from the shadows and 
moved forward. “You see, I antieipated 
that 5"Ou might try something funny, so I 
instrueted Gentral to eheek any eall you 
might make within the ncxt hour. When 
I learned that your gentleman friend had 
ordered a taxi, I radioed the officer on 
the beat to follow it to its destination and 
report to me. When he informed me it 
was headed in this direetion, I put two 
and two together. Your gentleman 
friend was an aviator—therefore, he’d be 
making for the airport to take o£f in an- 
other ship! Thus, I was able in my 
speedier ear, to beat you to your destina- 
tion. Simple, wasn’t it?—and, if I do 
say so, a rather good night’s workl” 

“Oh, but Commissloner!” broke in the 
girl, “I—^we didn’t mean any harm! Mr. 
Washburn just happened to fall through 
my skylight in his paraehute, and that’s 
how I eame to meet him. We didn’t 
want to report to you beeause we—that is, 
we want to be married!” 

“Married?” ejaculated the officer, 
“Well, of eourse, if that’s the ease. You 
see, my dear, I merely wished to make 
sure that you were being a good girl and 
not ruining your reputation by foolish 
pranks! lf your young man possesses a 
good, elean eharaeter, and is worthy in 
every way, I don’t see-” 

“Well, Unele Bill, I’m surprised that 
you didn’t recognize me when you saw 
me in the telcvisor!” interrupted Riehard. 

“Eh? . . . Why, blast my eyes, if it 
isn’t Riehard!” exclaimed the Gommis- 
sioner, striding forward and grasping his 
nephew by the hand. 

“I didn’t know what town I was in 
till I saw your familiar face when Vaida 
was phoning,” laughed the young man, 
“Then I remembered about the Mereury 
stopping here.” 

“Oh!” gasped Vaida. “Then your 
father and the Gommissioner—?” 

“Are brothers!” he finished. 

“Well, hurry and get your tiekets, you 
young fools!” barked Unele Bill. “Don’t 
you see the Mereury is about to take off ?” 
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WhereYbu 
Want it 


ugly, Aabby 
fat spoil your femitiitie 
silhouette? Does heavi- 
ness about the Breasts make 
you look old and matronly? Do 
you want to reduee your bust, lift 
the sag, and restore the firm, shapely 
eontour of youth? Let me tell you 
how, FREE! 


Are yoa one ol the thousands of oromen who are em> 
harrassed by e^eesa fat that hangs in shapelesa, un&ightly 
masses 7 Nothing so utterly ruins the beauty of the fem- 
inine form as a largre, heaYy bust, Many women iind tbat 
fat settles here, beeomes a Aabhy weight that drags down 
the tlssuea. But now I have a wonderful seeret to tell you 
—I want to ahow you how eosy it is to eorreet this eon- 
ditions Not just anotber ''fat-reducer” but something ex- 
pressly for tbis vital need of women—to reduee the &ize 
of the bust and to restore iirm, bigb, rounded eontours. 


Firni, Youthtul Con- 
tours Restored as 
Fat Goes 


Ordinary fat-reducing methods are ineffec- 
tive for this apeeial purpose, beeause they 
leavc the tissues dabhy and droopings My 
simple method not only takea off fat, it also 
tlghtens und iirms the skin, and remoulds 
the form, You regain tbe smart shapeliness 
of the youthful iigures You will be delighted 
to see how mueh better your dresses hang— 
and you won't be ashamed to wear an eve- 
ning gown, or a bathing auit, 

Wouldn't you like to know all about this 
wondcrful new way to get rid of that 
flabby. ugly fat ? Send for the happy news 
now—I will gladly give you full informa- 
tion FREEs 


Free 


Mail the eoupon or -write me 
and I will send you full informa- 
tion FREEs It doesn't eost you a 
penny to get this information, it doesn’t 
put you under any obligation to buy any- 
things So, if you want to see how easy it is 
to reduee the size of your bust measure and at 
the same time to restore sagging, drooping tissues 
to firm, shapely, rounded eontours, mail the eoupon or 
write TODAY. Don't miss this free opportunity. 
This offer may never be repeated. 


Let me tell iiou how to take off 
Itabbt/, droopino fat ani reitore 
/irm, pouth/ul ihapellnoet-. 


Readl 


'Tle&se aeeept my be4rtf«lfc 
thanks] 1 ]iave takeu otl 9«veial 
inehes ond wiU soon b« a per- 
fect tbirty-slr. Tlie «abbinoss 
and sag oavo disappoiiod, too, 
and 1 am delighted wltb tbe 
new pbapolinese of my iigures'* 


Mail the Goupon Now 


That's all you havc to do. There is no 
'St, no obligation in writing to me. No 
matter what else you have tried, you will 
find my method entirely dilEerent, for 
it is designed just for women who 
have that settled, matronly appear- 
anee due to aeeumulation of fat 
Bt this partieular point, where 
*■ is most attraetivc, where 
it robs you of what sbould 
be the most alluring of 
fcmininc ebarms. 


''l havo tried everythlng to 
reduee my bust, but yoiirs Is tba 
on]y ir.ethod 1 bavo found foj 
Jiist thls purpose. It surely does 
the work and 1 now bav6 a giri- 
isli Rilhouette onee more wlthom 
tbosa be«vy drooplng llnes tbat 
made mo iook like en oid wo- 
tuans'' 


''I fee] tbat 1 must wilte and 
te]] yoii bow mueh I appieeiaie 
what you bavo dono for me. I 
always used to fcel eoU-eon- 
heious about my bust, it bad be- 
eome so large anil flat and ugly. 
It was realiy rupu]*.ive. Tbanks 
to yon, it Is nmoh snialler now 
nnd best of al]. hti*s beeome iirm 
and sliapely. My wbola Agur* 
luoks ovoT so mueb nieer as a 
lesult, and yeais ^ounser.'' 


^ Tes, you may send ms FIU!B 
^ INPORMATION ABOUT your — 


metnod fot redueing tbe bust and 
restoring rnrn, rounded foim. Meii 
in plain wrappors 


DORISKENT, Dept. B'4 

80 East llth Street, New York, N. Y. 
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Broadway Nights 

C) F eourse you don’t go to 
the movies every night; and 
eertainly you don’t go to a 
musieal show every other 
night, but you ean be on 
Broadway every month and j 
it’s no seeret about how to ' 
do it, we’re willing to tell i 
you. 

All you have to do is to 
tell your newsdealer to hold 
a eopy of BROADWAY 
NI G H T S for you eaeh 
month. In this way you 
won’t be missing a single 
triek that’s happening on the 
Main Stem from month to 
month, for BROADWAY 
NIGHTS is always on the 
spot when it eomes to the 
latest gossip about this and 
that leading lady, and them 
and those snappy ehorines! 

And the pietures! They 
say, “Pietures Tell the 
Story.” Well, you get a eopy 
of this little magazine and 
see this “paek of peppy pie- 
tures”. And don’t forget the 
stories—they fairly ooze the 
Broadway atmosphere! Get 
your eopy now! 

On sale eoerywhere —25c 

Broadway Nights 


Try It Yoursell! 

(Continued from page 42) 
four, driyiiig herself up in her own little 
sports roadster, Hallam was astonished. 
In a eute little sports eiisemble, with a 
jaunt> red hat, she looked like a high 
sehool girl. He eould seareely eoiitrol 
himself while the butler served tea and 
eakes, and withdrew. She sipped daintily 
at the tea, and theii put down her eup, 
looking deeply into Hallam’s eyes, with a 
hunger iii her own that had nothing to 
do with the want for material food. 

Hallam eould not swallow anything. 
At last he sprang up and went around 
the edge of the table. He kneeled before 
her upon the floor, took her slim, yibrant, 
quivering, untutored little body into his 
arms, kiieeling before her and hugging 
her elosely to him. 

“Little angel,” he breathed, somewhat 
thiekly, “I adore you. I eould worship 
every ineh of you.” 

“l’ve been waiting,” she said ealmly, 
“years, to hear something like that. Go 
on." But Hallam did not waste further 
words in speeeh. He glued his lips to 
hers. He felt her shudder, throw her- 
self even more tightly against him, Again 
and again he kissed her, and with eaeh 
Aattening pressure of his lips upon her 
wet, hot, eager mouth, he felt her more 
and more suffused with something akin to 
eleetrieity, expressed in human terms. 

He kissed her eyes, her eheeks; buried 
his face in the fragrance of her hair, Let 
exploring hands test out the smooth warm 
delights of her young body, without re- 
sistanee or remonstranee from her. 

At last he pieked her up bodily in his 
arms, earried her aeross the room, put her 
down and leaned over her. Her fragrant 
hands played for a moment over his mouth, 
then went to his hair and lost themselves 
in it. He eould feel her heart beating 
like mad against his, and in the depths of 
her eyes, there was fright, but glad fright. 
Heedlessly he erushed her slender body 
in his embraee uiitil he knew, wheii she 
wineed, that he was hurting her, but that 
she was not mindiiig it. . . . 

Afternoon had shaded into early eve- 
ning before they left the library. When 
she left, her arms went about his neek and 
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Ai iMt! An anewer i« the queatie«8 ro*» <»»▼« ItMdlT *• 

• skl Tearleie, frank, honeei, tbie great book ■trtpt off the reiU 
of Ignoraneo, fear and iuperatitlon and rtreale iha NAKED 
TRUTH ebent ees. Written In ■imple, trerr-day langnage. Here 

• rt ibe foeU abont the WHY of ies and the HOW ef le*. Erery 
oian and woman, yonng or motare, marritd or ringle, muet hare 
thit uteunding book. 


TV) you kiiow how to lead t healthr, bappy scx ^ yon 

afraid of boeoming preRnant? Do yoiir busband s adraneee 
dugust you? Would you liko le reeaptuie some of tbo flra of 
eourtship and early marriaeo? Do you know why ••petting' 
may harm you? Do yoii know wbat marriaeo meansr Do you 
know bow to nre eliildren eorreet sex mstruetion? 

are only a fcw of the oueRtlons Tearlossly and boneBtly 
anowered by Dr. W’oibarst liere is everjthiEg you want to 
know about 8ex. llero Is tbe «tplanation of (Wery 8ax problem 
you havo ever bad or erer wtll bBve 
Wby do we fe6l passlon? Is It riBbt to bida our longlnR t<x 
anotber or to BrBti^ it? Is the habit of self RratlficBtion of 
Bei doslre really had for us? Why are men aud women some- 
timos ••eold"? Road tho elmplo answers to these and bundrods 
of otbor prohlems in thie amaziag book. More fascinatinit thu 
• EOvel—thriUing, amasing—yet EYERY WORD 0F IT TBUE. 


Genoratlona et * 

Adam showa yoa 
tho way to • 
hoaltbier. bappior 
axlstwce tban you 
erer dreamed pos- 
aiblo. No matter 
what you taave 
road, no matter 
wbat you thmk 
you know—YOD NEED THIS BOOK. 

••Wortb a thousand Umes mors than I paid for it." writae 
• dp^r. ••Tba ebaptor on HyBiaiie of Marriaeo alone bas beea 
of inllnite Talua to ue.^’ a maniod woman wntes. ’Tt takee 
eouraga to put a book Uko tbis ono out in ’moral' Amolea,’* 
pays another reader. 



What iB thia thing eallod seit Why do mon and womea mato and 

marry? Why doe.i a busband or wlfs suddenly run off with somoo^ 

•Ise? aEX is tlH' answer And sei. until now. hai» boeii tho riddle of 
tha universe. Those who understood were silent. Thoso who did not undoretMd 
groped in tha dark of ignorineo or in Uio dim, misieading llKht of balf truths. 
Naver bofore baa suoh a bmik as this heen writton for you. Never bororo bas it 

been possihla to get Ibe frank nnd fripndly advico of so emment a man. Never 

hoforp hB\A •■■ tho true taets of avery anola at sex be«n so elearly and fulv 
presentoil Answenng evTry miosdon. iaviii« you praetienl advice on evcry proh- 
lan. guiding you lei a healtliy sfx lilo—liero. in one wonderml yolumo. la an 


oneyolopadis of .scx. 


GENERATIONS OF ADAM 


I 


I Irii 


^ iT 


Dy A. L. WOLIiittST, M.D. 

n ealloil vcx hnoks But you have ncvcr read 
kuowu .nii aulliiirily liKa Dr. Wolhar.st. naiion- 
nllv kiidwii siK'i'ialist. Siibjccta whieh are 
nsiially ayoidnd aio fearlpssly doalt wilh 
in tlio (liallcnt,infi i'aeoa of Ihls groat 
bdok. Modieal nien. uewhpaiHTs. famoiw 
anthontios ou sor all say ’'here <$ tha 
nnr. book cvcryone should read.” Com- 
pletp. randul. eonrageous — GI5NE11A- 
TIUNS OP ADAM was written for YOU, 


READ 


Partial LUt 


ofi eontentt 


cekerw 


iTIONS 


V*' 



THIS THING CAIJ*ED SEX: Th» eonspir- 
gey of silenee: Our Sex instinet; The Taint 
of Sin: Sez Morals and Biology; ehanging 
Morals. 

ADYENT OP PDBERTY; Malo and Fomalej 
Reproduetion; Signs of Puberty; llomo- 
Beiuality. 

NOerURNAL EMTS8I0NS: Naturo’s Safety 
Valve. artae .Sox-Cycle; Sominal Nlimination 
—ihreo mtthods; Excessive Emissions; Pre- 
moture Sex Activity; Sei AetiTity Befoie 
Maturity. 

MASTDRBATION: A DniTersal Praetiee: In 
Adult l.ifo: Oomparod with intoreourso; in 
girls aiid women. 

MATURTTY: The urge withm us; Is absti- 
neueo eumpatiblo with bealth; ebipitity; ab- 
siiiienee iiot pbysioltKpe; soi and marriags; 
m.'irnage and pro.stitution. 

YKNRREAL DIRRA8ES AND PROPIIY- 
LWIS' Tliree Tenaroal disoases; por.sunal 
pi ophylanb. 

APPRASEMENT ON GKTTINO MARRIED: 
Eeonomies of marrlago: Karly mornago 
TilK ITYGIENB 0F MARRIAGE; What 
iii(>n mnst learn; Mlsmatlng and its eonso- 
nninet's; Kair of pioKnaney. Yoluntary 
6tiTilization; EngiUity and irnpotenee. 

A SUMMARY AND A PROGRAM- Rpi 
rimdaiupntal to lif«>; Woman'i. rolo in guo- 
eiulion; Man's rulo in generation. 


Ncver bcforo. Periiaps nerer again. 
llero and now is your ehaneo to got 
tlim startling hook—AT A RIG HK- 
lilK TION. Wlulo they last, you ean j 
havo your oopy of •'Gonerations of § 
Adam" for onlv 52.SS. Threi' hun- r 
drod aTKl flfiy-Reven pagiw eram- # 
iiH'd with fact»-vox eoiuisel that / 
yoii eniild not othorwiRO huy for * 
hundreds of dollars I Don't miss / 
itl Mail eoupon NOW. / 


V. PAGE eO. (Dept. 
S5 East llth Street, 
New York, N. V. 


Pleaso send mo OENERATIONS 0F ADAM. 
by A. L. Wolbarst. M. D. Mail at ooea in 
plain wrapper. I eneloso apoeial prioe O# ooly 
S2.!)St 


357 big pages of frank sei truths, 
that answer all your qucstions, 
soWe all your problenis. 


V. PAGE eo. (Dept. 

SS E. Ilth St.. New York Gity 


•4) y 
ty / 
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GLOW OF L1FE 

Helps You Overcome 
Your Sexual Weaknesses 
Newesti srreatest, most cffcctive and safest sexual 
rejuvenator, stimulant and tonie known for weak, 
dedeient. starved and abused eonditions of the sex 
glands eaused by impotenee, advanced age, sexual 
excessea, fast living, late houra, neryousness, over- 
work, worry, disease, ete. Used by men and women 
everywhere. Uasy to take, Results will more than 
Eurprise you, Don’t take ehanees or wasto your 
money on other worthless and liarmfu] preparations, 
when only Glow of Life ean help you. Satisfaction 
gunranteed or money refanded. AIl eorrespondenee 
eonddential, Correspondeiice with physieians invitc’d, 
Mailed to you in plain sealed paekage postpaid, 24 
tablets for $1,00; 100 for $3,00; 200 for $5.00. 
Druggista and agents write us for our speeial 
proposition. 

GLOW OF LIFE LABORATORIES CO, 

Dept, P*9, P, O. Box 744, Colunibu», Oblo 


DIREGT FROM PARIS ' 

Reallstle Photoe o( Li(e and Loto 
Private edition. Eaeh set 10 photos, 

No. 1—Paris L.ovc, No 4—Girls—Sehool 

No. 2—He & She & How. No. 6—Preneh Kissee ¥ 

No. 3—Lovely Embraees. No. 6—Tillie & Mae • 

(Real BTenuh oditi(xi) 
£aeh Sot $1.—Two Set» S2 .—& MLniature Sot ot 36 
eards B'REE. SPEdAL ALL aiX SKTS ONLT 
and the host Book of Lore and Passions ”TIIB 
SenoOL OP LOVK*’ (Illtist.) PREB. Mailod sealod 
l)y lat cla.s3 mail. Rapid Ac DlseREBT Romeo. No 
e O D. from Pam.—M. MARCO, 48 Rue Daguerre, 
Oept. Y, S., Villa 3, Pans, f4e, Pranee. 


T<bTS^CASPER 


The "REAL STUFF'' —Barnoy Google & Spark Plug, Boob 
MeNutt & I’oarl, Tillio the Toiler, llarold Toeai & iilluma, 
Wmnie Winkle, Tho Gumps, Night in Parie. 87 more and 
PTeaeh pkg. trtth 67 Kenume Froach photos. AU for $1.00 
blU. Bell Imp. eo,, P. 0. Box 14, Fordham Stk. N. Y. C. i 
Dept. P. ' 


THE STUFF YOU’LL LIKE 

"Wlnnle Winklo.” ”Gus & Gussio,*’ ''Mama & Papa." 
"Mother Eto," "Barbary Kate,” ”Tho Eruneh Stonopraph- 
er,” "Mabera Lettw to Hubby,” ”Only a Tolephene Girl," 
"Man and Woman,” "Her Turn,” "MaKgie & JigR8,” 
VDumb Dora,” ”Bladt Bottom,” "Karmw’s Daughtar,” 
".Poaehos & Brownmg,” ■'e’hirkon Foeil,” "Naughty Roso,” 
*’A Merry Widow,”—20 moio meluded; also 64-page book- 
let of 9 diSeront BToneh Stories; "French Tips”—15 Frenoh 
Style Pieturos—Railroad Jokos and a Whoopoo Surpriso Nof- 
elty Paekago. AII for $1 Oh. Absoluto satisfactiDn Gnar- 
anteod MELROSE PUBLISHING CO,i Suite 6f0, 7 East 
42nd St., New York City, 


nai 

^■■3 eiiie Pills of Ponnyroyal, Tansy 
and Gottonroot. Standard 35 yeara, 
$2 a box. 'rhree boxes, $5. Also 
treatment—ineluding dozen Supposi- 
tori^, Dupree Tabs, and Dupree Pills—all for $3.00. 
DUPREE MEDIGAL CO. 

Dept, P, 18 Warren St,, N. Y. 


KIP & ALie E 

Brenoh Steeographer, A Model'a Tiife, Adam & Ere, A 
Baebolor’s Dream, £oss & Bubbles. Ataggie & Jiggs, 
Poauhes & Browning; 40 more and Iato.st Tlllie Mae; 
alTo 40 rare type of photo piet, and 5 bTonehY stonos; all 
wmp for $100 bill. (EXTUA: SPBOIAL PKO. $2 00.) 

BOEOUGB N0V. C0.. 4162 Park An.. New York City. Dept. P. 


Oh 

Boy 


REAL ART, UNDRAPEO LOYBRS 

Love Seones. of Men and W'oinen in Passionate 
Ijove Poseb, in the Kude. 10 diilnront pbotos, 
in postuaid sizo, for $1.00, Sold to mon orer 
21 only. 

CARRANO N0VELTY CO. 

West Havon, Conn. Oept, P>AP«NL 


she elung. Her lips settled hotly upon 
his and elung. 

“Please, please . . .” he hegged, “mar- 
ry me.” 

“But I hardly know you,” she pro- 
tested. 

“Don’t you love me?” he asked, in 
mystilieation. 

“Yes . . . but I don’t want to aban- 
don all my plans right at the outset. You 
thrill me terribly . . . but you eouldn’t 
keep on thrilling me forever, I’d get tired 
of you. Every woman, if she’s honest, I 
imagine, must get tired of even the most 
perfeet lover after awhile. Can’t we ju.st 
have our glorious days of love while you’re 
down here; and then when you go away 
you’ll be free, and I’ll be free, and both 
of us, later, will have lots more of splen- 
did lovc ailairs with others . . . that’s 
life. Why should we, espeeially when we 
are both young, tie ourselves up In matri- 
mony?” 

“That’s what I’^e always believed,” 
Hallam admitted, regretfully, “until I 
met you. Now you’ve ehanged every- 
thing. I want you for my own, for- 
ever. . . 

“Sorry,” she said regretfully, “I’ll eome 
every day while I’m on my vacation . . . 
but, after that, baek to sehool, and baek 
to my eareer,” And he eould urge her 
no furthcr to deelare herself. He was 
regretfully forced to let her drive on, 
without further assuranees. 

It was some time after she went that 
the phone rang. It was she. 

“Oh please . . .!” she said, excitedly, 
“leave Westmorland Towers, instantly; 
go baek up north. I forgot about the 
servants. All the servants over there 
know all of our servants, and they are 
inveterate gossips. Some of them ealled 
up over here, and father knows I spent 
the afternoon alone with you. He’s in- 
sane with. rage. On his way over there 
now with a shotgun. Get out, quiek.” 

“I won’t stir a step,” Hallam said de- 
fiantly. 

“Don’t be a silly motion pieture hero,” 
she said, petulautly, “or you’ll ruin the 
memories I’ll always keep of you other- 
wise. Run, That’s the only sensible 
thing for a young man to do under the 
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eireumstanees. And don’t stop until 
you’re baek north again.” 

“But if he knows" Hallam pointed 
out, “he may harm you.” 

“Nonsense,” she said. “I have my own 
fortune in my own right, left me hy my 
mother and grandmother; he ean’t toueh 
it. All he ean do is bawl me out, and 
he’s done that lots of times before. That’s 
why he’s in sueh a rage at you—beeause 
he ean’t do anything to me. You must 
go” 

At last, Hallam was regretfully forced 
to agree with her. He started in a lei- 
surely way to paek; but while he was do- 
ing so, he heard a ear stop before the 
Towers. He looked out of a window. 
What he saw seemed to take all the stfff- 
ness out of his knees. There was a very 
resolute looking man with a shotgun. 

Hallam sped down the baek stairs. Fled 
out the baek way. He had a good run- 
ning start aeross the lields before he saw, 
eoming behind him, the iigure with the 
shotgun. And he ran and ran, until 
nightfall overtook him and made his pur- 
suer give up the ehase. 

It was two days later that Hallam 
walked into his Park Avenue apartment. 
Carl was in bed, groaning. He cxclaimed, 
as he saw Hallam: 

“Gee! I’m glad you’re baek. I ean’t 
stand it any longer. Girls! Girls! Girls! 
I never ean find a bed in the house that 
hasn’t got one under it or on it or hiding 
in a eloset; I don’t ever want to see any 
more sophistieated young ladies as long 
as I live. And my head is splitting—this 
awful New York liquor. And my stom- 
aeh . . . I’m going to have a new one; 
this hideous food.” 

“Boy, I’m sure glad you’re siek of our 
bargain,” Hallam told him enthusias- 
tieally. “I don’t evcr want to see or hear 
of an innoeent girl as long as I live. And 
I loathe the noise eriekets make, and eorn 
bread eliokes me. . . . And that rotten 
eorn lfquor you’ve got down there fs poi- 
sonous. I don’t see how you ean stand 
sueh a plaee.” 

“And I don’t see how you stand this 
one,” Carl moaned. And then they both 
grinned and shook hands. 

“We’ve both learned something,” Hal- 
lam pointed out. 
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Spiey Stories 

Eight snappy stories 

ehuek full of fun, frivolity 
and frolics. 

Oodles and oodles of 
bright, hilarious side-split- 
ting jokes. 

Clever eartoons drawn by 
PEN-handlers who know 
their stu£E when it eomes to 
humor. 

Peppy illustrations that 
bring to life the already 
lively heroines and heroes 
of SPIGY’S stories. 

Swinging, lilting, rolliek- 
ing poems, gorgeously illus- 
trated. 

Fritzi Wood, that eon- 
noisseur on love, marriage, 
broken hearts, eoektail reei- 
pes, or what have you, and 
her famous eolumn, “Ask 
Me Anything.” 

luggle ’em up, roll ’em up, 
shake ’em up—and what’ve 
you got? Magnolia? No— 
SPIGY STORIES! The 
magazine f or m o d e r n s, 
that’s what we’re talking 
about. If you haven’t bought 
your eopy, you’re old fash- 
ioned, ’way behind the times. 
Ghange your system; read: 

Spiey Stories 

On sale everywhere — 25c 


*‘You bet," Carl agreed, “and that is, 
to be satisiied with what you’ye got and 
not envy the other fellow.” 

“Check!” eehoed Hallam. 

“Double it!” eehoed Carl. 

★ ★ ★ 

A Woman of Many Loves 

{Gontinued from page 34) 

to discover there are things of the 
spirit, of the soul, that eouiit. 

It irked her at times to realize that she 
wasn’t sufficient to satisfy Clive’s every 
need. She was a little jealous of the fact 
that, in addition to her, he needed, to the 
extent of utter unhappiness if they were 
denied him, a eertain brand of eigarets 
and wine, and elothes made by one par- 
tieular tailor in London. 

On the sixth day of their marital bliss, 
Aunt Martha stalked in on them. She 
found Clive seated on the ehaise longue 
in Alieia’s boudoir, with Alieia on his lap. 
Both w'ere in shoeking—to Aunt Martha, 
at least—undress. 

“I heard the rumor that you were mar- 
ried to this notorious red-headed adven- 
turess,” Aunt Martha sizzled, “but I 
won’t believe it until I hear it from your 
own lips.” 

Clive arose and faced his irate relatiwe 
with as mueli hauteur as his seanty %vear- 
ing apparel would permit. 

“You heard the truth,” he sald iirmly. 
“Onee, when I was hardly more than a 
boy, you bluffed me into aeting like a ead. 
This time it’ll be different. Alieia and I 
love eaeh other, and I’m going to stiek to 
her. And I must ask you, Aunt Martha, 
not to refer to my wife as an adventuress.” 

Aunt Martha almost snorted. “Adven- 
turess!” she spat eontemptuously. “Not 
eall the woman the men-about-town know 
as 'The l'rozen Planie an adventuress! 
Poor boy, what a blind fool you are about 
this woman! Well, rm giving you your 
last ehanee, Clive. If you’re not at my 
hotel by noon, alone, ready to go baek to 
New’’ York with me, I’m through with 
you. I disowm you, disinherit you. You 
ean starve with your adventuress!” 

She turned and Aouneed toward the 
door. 
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“YouVe held the elub of your money 
over my head loiig eiiougli, Aunt Mar- 
tha!” Clive flung aftcr her. “It’s time 
that I beeame a tnaji and worked for my 
living!” 

Aunt Martha sniffed her scornful de- 
rision over one fat, satin-elad shoulder 
beforc slamming the door shut behind her. 

.Six months. Six months that worked 
drastie ehanges in Clive and Alieia, al- 
though he was the one who ehanged the 
most. Petulant, haggard under the lash 
of poverty, he even beeame doubtful of 
Alieia’s Adelity. Even as he surlily ae- 
eepted a livelihood from the francs she 
earned by modeling for the artists in the 
guartier, he east veiled but none the less 
virulent innuendos about her virtue. Bit- 
ter quai rels. 

There was something that eould be 
nothing less than stark hatred in Clive’s 
eyes sometimes as he glared at Alieia. He 
was like a plant that only thrives in the 
sunshine and rieh soil of wealth; without 
these he beeame merely rotting vegetation. 

Einally, one afternoon, when Clive re- 
turned to the miserable room at a eheap 
little pension, he found what he should 
have been expecting, a note pinned to one 
of the pillows. It read: 

Staying on together is heeoming in- 
tolerable, Clive, dear. I eant stand 
it an^ longer, so I am going with 
Rene Latour on his sketehing tour 
in Egypt. 

Good-bye—and try to forgive and 
forget. Alieia. 

The note stabbed Clive like a white- 
hot dagger. He took to drinking heavily 
with what money he eould serape up. 
Oblivious of eold and rain, he woulel 
tramp about aimlessly for hours at the 
time. 

One day he went to bed with a bad 
eold. The doetor the neighbors in the 
adjoining apaitments summoned soon di- 
agnosed his ailment as influenza. There 
eame a night Anally when in the final 
erisis his soul hoyered hetween an earthly 
and hcavenly destination, undeeided in 
whieh direetion to take Aight. 

When Clive opened sane, eonseious 
eyes, with the battle won for an earthly 
stay, he was surprised to find both Alieia 
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and his Aunt Martha standing beside his 
bed. 

Alieia sank to her knees beside him and 
euddled his head against the soitness of 
her bosom. 

“I didn’t go with Latour,” she said 
softly. “I wrote that just beeause I was 
angry and wanted to hurt you. Your 
aunt was in Marseilles and I happened to 
know it, so I went to her instead to plead 
with her to eome and help us straighten 
ourselyes out. They eabled her in the 
States about your illness and the message 
was relayed to her in Marseilles. Oh, 
Clive, get well for both our sakes—Clive, 
darling, I love you—always have.” 

‘‘I will, Alieia, preeious. And I’m 
going to work and be a different man!” 
Clive promised, a light of grim determina- 
tion in his eyes. 

But Aunt Martha, as usual, had the 
last word. And this time it was inspired 
by that “good-sport” part of her that un- 
fortunately sometimes lay dormant. 

“You don’t know how to work and it 
wouldn’t agree with you, Clive. I reared 
you as a ehild of luxury, and it’s my fault 
if you’re aeeustomed to it,” she said with 
her usual dominant hnality. "From now 
on you get an allowanee that will permit 
you two kids to have a glorious good 
time.” 


Wsrnlngt 

This book will 
not bo aold to 
anyone below 
18. State age 
wben ordenng. 
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plain wrapper. 
Must be pre- 
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and yery eunou-s (for adulH onlv), $10. 
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e, SUZANNA (H). 1, rue Blondel, PARIS. 2e. FRANCE 
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Susan Surrenders 

(Continued from pnge 26) 


Portune Telling Gards 
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BONAPIDE eOMPANY 

Dept. 30, Kansas Gity, Mo. 


“Go elownstairs and tell Mr. Geoffrey 
Dale tliat unless he gives you enough 
money to buy me a new outfit, we’ll tell 
his wife that he’s been playing around 
with a ehorus girl.” 

“A new outfit?” 

“Yes. You don’t expect me to leave 
here in my underwear, do you?” Susan 
dimpled. 

The young man looked her over with 
distinet approval. “I don’t expect you to 
leave here like that, no,” he answered. “I 
expect you to stay that way.” 

Susan blushed. “What do you mean ?” 
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“I mean,” the artist answered, “that 
I'm hiring you right now lo pose for 
me.” 

Susan didn’t reply in so many words. 
But she erossed the room, pieked up her 
magazine samples, and tossed them out 
the window. 

★ ★ ★ 


KISSES FOR THE 
KING 

By Robert Leslie Bellem 

He was a great ruler and 
all his subjects loved him, 
except for one thing—he 
didn’t want to marry any 
of the prineesses they in- 
trodueed to him. He said 
“blah” to eaeh one of them. 

Pinally, he met a girl, 
And what a girl! Why, 
he’d pass up any number of 
rieh but homely prineesses 
for a eute little triek like 
her. 

She eertainly was a 
“dainty dish to set before 
the king”! 

Read Bob Bellem’s latest 
masterpieee in the May 
PEP STORIES. 


★ ★ ★ 

Waiting for a Thrill 

{Continiicd from page 18) 

she retired she loeked the door and 
pushed the bureau in front of it. 

She wasn’t taking any ehanees with 
Elmer and besides he had told her he 
liked herl 
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NATIONAL SALES CO.. Dept. PS-Tl 
1476 Broadway New York Clty 


TILLIE & MAC 


Original eomie pieturos. Tillio & Mae; Wuinia Wuikle; 
MaKtne & JiEgs; Moon MuUins; Tho Guinps. Any 2 books, 
Sl. All 5 for $2. Stamps aeeepted. 

GLINTON HOLOEN, 45 Robert St.. Atiloboro. Masa. 


WEALTHY LADIES 

Eieh Widows. Lovely Girls—want a sweetheart. 
(Write for FRBE eonhdential List.) 

MARY K. HILL 
1385 Monon Building 


ekieago, 111. 
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VIM-VIGOR-VITAllTY 

Men—Women—Regain that lost pep that 
endears you to the opposite sex. Our newest 
FULLER_PEP TONIQUE TABS will help 
you to rcj'uvcnate your sexual weaknesses. The 
wondcrful results from using these tabs will 
surprise you. Sent sealed, plain wrapper, pre» 
paid, $2.00 eash or $2.15 G.O.D. Speeial 
strength eontaining a gland produet for use in 
severe eases $3.00. Satisfaction guaranteed or 
money refunded. One box free if two of either 
kind are ordered. 

PRINGESS ANNE MFC. CO. 
P. 0. Box 693. Dipt. H - 64 Baltimore, Md. 


Preneh Love Drops 

An enehantin;? exotic. Beductive, tantalizing per- 
fume of irresistible eharm, elingini? for hours like 
Iovers loatb to part. Just a few drops is enou^h. 
Ptill size bottle, $1.50. Direetions of how best to 
use and 

Oriental Pasiion Powder 

both at $2.00 eash witb order. 

HE-MO eo., Depi. P. T. 
eiiy Hall Post Office, Box 830, New York Gliy. 


Learn to Danee 

AII tbe latest danees. Leam almost ov^niKht at 
home, without teaeher, musie or partner. No em- 
barrassment. New amaaingly simple ehart method. 
&ve8 the expenae of eostly eorrespondenee eourses 
or private teaehers. Gomplete with 49 illustrations. 
323 large pages. elothbound. Only $1.98. Sond 
inoney order, eheek or stamps. 

PAN-AMERieAN CO., Dept. P. T. 

2iS Beaumont St., Manhattan Beaeti. Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Have You a Good Line? 

The •‘1.200 Quotations” in tho ”Lover’s Companion” 
gives you a "line” for whieh they all fall. Im- ’ 
passioned. brilliant, witty! Prieeless to all who 
would Rueeeod with the opposite sex. Tho most 
brilliant words cvcr written about Love and Pas- | 
sion. Sweep ’em right off their fect wilh those 
hrilHant sayings. Open the door to their hearts 
with tho ardent words of the great writers. The 
appropriate words to meet evcry oeea&ion of Love. 
Send $1.50—stamps, eheek or money order. 

PAN-AMERICAN CO.. Dept. P. T. 

215 Baaumont St., Manhattan Beaeh. Brooklyn, N. Y. 


LADIES! 

DR. eilEESEtrAN'S PILLS BiTO positiro rolicf in stub- 
bora eases llarnileis. no pam. Best for ovcr 100 yt>ais. 
Double Btronsth. $2 box Sealed 

Or. H. eHEESEMAN. 11 E. i2th St, New York City 


LONELY? 

Meat your sweetheart. Beeelro interosting letters, photos. 
Mony »ttractivo. wealthy members. Send stamp. 

K. BRAUN, 353 W. 47th. ehieaso, 111. 


Punkie usually arose about eleven 
o’eloek in the yawning. She Jiked to 
pound the pillow to the last minute. 
However, the son of the big baeon and 
ham man knoeked on her door at nine 
sharp. Punkie rememhered she had to 
go shopping so she popped out of bed, 
slipped out of her chiffon nightie and 
dressed only in her own pink satin skin 
dashed into an orehid bathroom and drew 
her own bath. She ertjoyed lolling in 
the warm seented water, lathering her- 
self from her soft white throat down to 
her ten little pink toes. Then she rinsed 
it all off under the shower, rubbed her- 
self dry until her body was a glowing pink 
Aower, and quickly divcd into a lavender 
satin teddy, chiffon hose, slippers and 
dress, whieh Wilmerding had said she 
would find in the eloset. Then he smug- 
gled her out and took her to Ghild’s 
for breakfast. 

“Remarkable how well Eve’s things fit 
you,” Wilmerding said. “That dress is 
highly beeoming. You look almost like 
a lady in it.” 

“Thank you, you overvvheIm me,” 
Punkie murmured. “By the way, what 
is a lady?” 

Wilmerding tested his plate of prunes 
and blinked. 

‘T don’t know unless it’s a woman in 
niee elothes. No matter. We’ll go shop- 
ping direetly, kill time around town and 
about four sIiove off for Pilot Light. 
There’s a little inn down there where 
you ean dress and stay until you’re ready 
to erash Sandy Page’s plaee. Satisfac- 
tory?” 

“Yes,” Punkie drawled. “But I want 
my pay in advancc. I doii’t want to be 
gyped if anything goes wrong tonight.” 

“Nothing will go wrong beeause 1 shall 
eoaeh you carcfully. As for the money 
I ean’t pay you until you buy the cve- 
ning gown. I will have to deduet the 
priee of it from the amount you are to 
receive. Aftcr all, two hundred was my 
highest offer.” 

Punkie stared at him aeross her staek 
of wheat eakes. 

“I’Il bet,” she said softIy, “you’re very, 
very rieh. You should be with that 
clever Enaneial mind of yours.” She 
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laughed. “1*11 also bet that Morgan 
gnashes his teeth every time he sees you.” 

“You’re trying to be humorous,” Wil- 
merding said, 

Punkie let it go and they went shop- 
ping. He took her to a eertain Fifth 
Avenue establishment where stunning cve- , 
ning frocks were as thiek as fleas at a ' 
dog show. Wilmerding wanted to stiek ' 
around the iitting room when Punkie 
tried on some tasty numbers. It was 
only by threatening to eall the manager 
that she made him aet his weight and 
stay outside. 

“One of them fresh moiikeys, eh?” 
the saleslady murmured. “One of them 
kind who go through lifc wdth an eye 
at the keyhole.” 

“One of the kind,” Punkie agreed, 
“who end up hiding under beds and being 
shot at by husbands returning unexpect- l 
edly home. Don’t think he’s a pal of 
mine. I’m just working for him.” 

“I don’t envy you,” the woman said. 
“By the way, did anybody ever tell you 
that you look like Gynthia Jerris?” 

“Where do I look the most like her?” 
Punkie asked with genuine euriosity. 

The saleslady thought it over. 

“rve only seen her photograph in the 
brown seetion of the Sunday newspaper. , 
You w'ear 5 'our hair differently and I 
think your face is a little fuller.” 

The evening gown was hnally seleeted, 
paid for and wrapped up. By that time 
it was luneh hour. Wilmerding dragged 
her into Ghild’s again for a sixty eent 
banquc*t. There was something in his look 
that made Punkie frown. It was a sort 
of eombination of leer anel sneer. It 
blended a covctous smirk w'ith an ogle. It 
failed to make Elmer Wilmerding any 
more attractive. 

“You eertainly did look smart in that 
evening gown, Mary. You’ve got a re- 
markably hne figure. Do you know, you 
interest me a great deal. Next month 
I have to go to Havana. I might take 
yoii witli me.” 

“Havana? Isn’t that where they make 
eigars?” Punkie drawled. “Oh, I’d just ’ 
love it. rve alwa^^s wanted to see how 
they make eigars.” 

“How' are you going to spend the time 
until four o’eloek?” he asked presently. 



^^^Natural Eyesight 

5yslem MakesThem Unneeessary 

lowUsed in ovcr30 Coun3ries 

Send far FREE infarmalian telling haw 
Revalutianary lnventian makes it easy ta 
eorreet Nearsight, Porsight, Astigmatism 
Eyestraln, Weak Eyes, Paihng Visian, 
Old Age Sight, Eye Musele Trauble, 
Ete., ot home without glosses. 

NATURAL EYESIGHTINSTITUTE, ine. 
Dept. 24>N Lo» Anselos. Cst. 


LADIES 

I positiveIy (ruai'antee iny great 
8ucccssful **Relief Compound.** 

Safely relleres some of the long- 
est. stubborn and unusual eases 
in three to five dsys. 

For Over a Quarter of a Century 

women from all aver the eountry have used thie 
eonipound with remarkablo rosult'i. Tostimooials without 
number. No harm. pain or intorlerenee with work. Mail 
S2.00. Double Rtrength, $3.00. Booklot Freo. Write today. 
Dr. A. N. Southington Remedy Co. Kansas Gity, Mo. 



$.ALWAYS HAVE LUCK!-$ 

Unleeln bi MoDey Geines. Lore or 
Busuiessi Yoo should earry a pair of 
nnuine MYSTIC BSAHMA SED LIVE 
HIGHLY MAGNETie LODESTONES. 
Baie, Ainaaiie, Compe]iing, AttroeliTe, 
Hiese L1VE LOOESTONES are eanieil 
by Oeeult Oriental people 0 $ o POWES- 
FUL LUCKY CHASM. one to prereol 
Bad Loek, Eri] and Mistartune, and the 
other to atlraet mueh Good Ludi. Love, 
Happiness, and Prosperity. Speeial oob 
$1.97 for ihe two. With vaIooUe instroelions FREE. Pay postman $1.97 
end ISe. postage on delivery. Salislaet'nn or moner refunded< Yo* 
ean be LUCKYI Order yours TOOAYI 
Deat. 31. P. S. 6UREAU. General P. 0. Bn 72. BROOKLYN. N.Y. 
N0T1CE! We obsolutely GUASANTEE Ihese genoine Mystie Brahmo 
Lodestones ara ALIYEI Jost whal yoa want, for they an the SEAL 
THING—POWESPUL, HIGHLY MAGNETld GET Y0U6S N0W7 



HOW TO MAKE LOVE 


Many fa''Cinatmg seeret.R of lovo-inalcins 
enplamod m •‘Uon’ to Mal\o Lovc.” 
I ilow to oiereome i)aslifiilncst., eoldn&ss, 
1 girlLsh resorvo. llow fo put tho (iiios- 
tion liistriietions for brulo and groom. 
ete Pneeless to all wh6 woiild sue- 
eeed with the other rcx— and ••Jlow to 
Writo Lovo lietters.” with many s!Ucocssful ine- 
amples CLOniJ50UNl> and (told lottenng. 
Both for $1 4S. Send eash. stamps or M. 0. Wo iiay postago. 
PRANKLIN ART PRES8, t4i 5th AV 0 ., N. Y.G. Dept. L.L.P. 



HAPPY DAYS FOR YOU! 

With a pal Kood and truo. Moot your ideal. Daudy llttle 
ladios, deeirable eentlemon, evorywhero, many wo^thy. 
Partieulara PUKE. 

Mro. BUDD. Box 7S3*P, San Praneisoo, Galif. 
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Paris Prolies 

pYERYBODY’S going ' 
^ to Paris these days, and 
they’re sailing, full steam 
ahead, on the good ship 
PARIS PROLieS. Wanna 
eome along? All you have 
to do is hop down to your 
newsdealer on the eorner 
and get the eurrent issue of 
that snappiest of snappy 
magazines, and you’ll be 
right with us. 

PARIS PROLieS takes 
you to all the interesting 
plaees in that gay eity. 
Think of seeing the Polies 
Bergere for a quarter! All 
the swanky night elubs and 
eabarets! All the Apaehe 
danee halls, dives, and hide- 
aways where love and pas- 
sion hold sway and the 
bonds of convention are 
broken! Visit a party in 
some artist’s studio down in 
the Latin Quartier and find ' 
out what fun a REAL party ' 
ean be! I 

You’ll have the time of 
your life, we promise you. 

Paris Prolies 

On sale all over for two bits 


“In a beauty parlor. No girl cver 
went to a party without first beiiig fixed 
up. You’ll have to advance me some 
more money, Elmer. I suppose it will 
eome out of my fee, also. Say, by the 
tirae I finish this raeket I’II be owing 
you raoney. And all beeause I happen to 
look like a soeiety girl!” 

Wilmerding Icft her at a beauty shop 
on Fifty-sevcnth Street. It was the plaee 
Punkie always went for waves, washes 
and the fi.xings. The handsome Adolph 
took her immediately. 

“Adolph,” Punkie said, “this is a deli- 
eate subject I address you on. Study nie 
carcfully and tell rae what you ean sug- 
gest to alter my appearanee slightly. To- 
night I’ve been dated to make hoop-a- 
dooley. In ease you don’t know it hoop- 
a-dooley means a grand toot with si\ 
stops wide open and a foot on the gas 
pedal. What would you suggest to 
ehange my looks enough to raake anyone 
who had seen me before just uneertain 
as to whether I was really Gynthia Jer- 
ris or—ah—Mary O’Brien?” 

Adolph touehed the waxed tips of his 
raustaehe. He was a swell worker, an 
artist in his way. He held a eomb like a 
baton and gestured expressively. 

“I would reeommend a shade of gold 
in your hair. Possibly a trifle more areh 
to your brows. A little carefully applied 
shading to the lids of eaeh eye would 
help with the addition of a shadow dira- 
ple to the Icft of the mouth where there 
is no diraple at present. If Miss Jerris 
wishes— 

“Miss Jerris does!” Punkie said. “Go 
right ahead—shoot the works and re- 
raeniber—woraen and ehildren first!” 

When it was all over and Punkie re- 
garded hcrsclf in the mirror she saw she 
was the sarae and yet oddly diffcrent. Her 
niidnight hair now eontained a gliraraer- 
ing tawny raotif. Adolph bad waved it 
a brand new way and her delieate, silken 
brows were shaped so her expression was 
piquantly new. Then, too, the shadow 
diraple engineered into her ehin helped 
vastly. 

Punkie nodded. 

“Masterly work, Adolph, the toueh of 
pure genius.” 

“Thank you, Miss Jerris. May I say 
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I hope your hoop-a-dooley will be enter- 
taiiiing?" 

“It’s got to bc good—and it will be!” 
Punkie sniiled. 

When she met Elmer Wilmerding he 
gavc her a puzzled look. 

“My sainted aunt! What have you 
doiie to yourscIf? You look different!” 

“That’s why beauty parlors make 
money,” slie told him serenely. “If a girl 
wanted to look the same she wouldn’t 
go to one. As it is you enter looking that 
way and exit looking this way. And all 
for a fcw dollars in good New York 
eurreney.” 

“But,” Wilinerding protested, “you 
don’t look so inueh like the Jerris girl 
now. Aiid that’s why I hired you!” 

“That’s just too bad,” Punkie mur- 
mured. “What do you want me to do— 
quit a)ld?” 

Wilmerding pulled himself together. 

“You’ve got to go through with it now. 
I’ye tipped olf a newspaper and they’re 
sending a speeial reporter and eamera 
man down to Pilot Light, But why—” 

“Don’t cver ask why a woman does 
anything,” Punkie advised cheerfully. 

Pilot Light was on Long Island’s 
wealthy north shore and the little inn 
Wilmerding had spoken about a mile 
from the Page’s estate. Wilmerding had 
taken two rooms, The eateh in it was 
there was a eonneeting door and all the 
time Punkie dressed, undressed and 
dressed again she had the impression Wil- 
merding was doing a Nathan Hale and 
spying on her. It was a disquieting feel- 
ing, partieularly when you had a Tree 
of Life tatooed all over your tummy and 
rcalized the Peeping Tom might be an 
art Iover. 

Evcntually, Punkie hnished pulling on 
her African-hucd hosiery, her seanty, 
baiideaux and new cvening gown, It was 
the latest Spanish tile tint and was a 
ehaliee for all of her bewitehing feminine 
eharms. In it she looked more like a 
million dollars than a million dollars it- 
self! 

“Can’t I eome in and hook you up— 
or something?” Wilmerding asked, his 
voice sounding suspieiously near the key- 
hole. 

“Don’t be low! Besides, I’m all hooked 


French Tonie Pills 

Tho moyt rational trpatment for lost viRor. l'roneh (Tonie 
Ls tho mo^t ott'iiclive reJmenator and stimiilant. Keel liko 
a new nian. ItoKain. loi.t vii:or. A box eontamme 40 
l''icneh Tonie. l'ills, wiU he seiit to jou for ono dollar. 

eayb. ytamps or luouey order. 

PARA eOMPANY, 175 Fifth Aye., Ncw York City. 


DORA—MAC 

2x" ineh .siy.o «irtoon booklets—also Tillle. Frc‘iicliv anel 
S'riaiky aiid 10 Kieiuh Ait Photos. not llio old iiliurwl 
kind .showuiK the «irls with short soelts. biit ncvi and 
iili-io-d.vto Muir. Dosert for by leally beautiTul giils and 
liandseinie men. all tor 

STERLING SALES GOMPANY. 

506 Platiron Building, New York City. 


HOW TO MAKE L0VE 



CASAN0VA PUB. C0., 


Tlio secret=i of lovemaking oi- 
plained. How to o^ereoinn basli- 
fulno.sa. eoldness AIso tells nlam- 
ly tlie wav fo ttiirt the sort sDot 
(n a sweetheart's bie.ist A varioty 
of Jx)ve LettiTs aiirt hiimireds of 
other thlngs of «reat iinDurt.auto 
to baeheli» and niauleu Indis 
pensable book fO{ loioinakers. 
Priee $1. Send eaaii, stamps or 
M. 0. to 

1181 Broadway, New York eity. 


LOVE DROPS 

Seduetire and enehsnting pen'fume of 
Irresistiblo ebarm. Its oiotie fraffranco 
lingors for hours. It eonouors and 
fa.semates: proud and hiimble ‘nirren- 
der to its seductivo rrapranee. Priea- 
loss to all who wonid .suoeeod with 
tho opposite sei. Priee $1. Sond 
eash. stamps. or M. O. 

PARA eo., 175 Fifth Ave.. New York eity. 



TILLIE and MAC 

Magalo and Iires. Dumb Dora. The French StenoRrapher. 
A Haeholor’s Dream. Adam end Evc. Kip end Aheo. 
Peaelies and Brownmg. A Model's Life. Do.ss and Ilub- 
bloa Also 10 raro Frcncti photos of handsome men and 
boautitul women in tbnllmi; Iovo seenes and a spiey 
Noielty. all for $1.00. You may stsid eash. stamps or 
mouoy ordor. 

RIALTO SALES eO.. 

Room 1025. 1181 Broadway. Nsw York eity. 


HYPNOTIIE 


.. eomplote eotirse of Ilypnotism and 
Mmd Reading. 25 fasclnatmg lessons. 
- llow to beeomo an erpert. bypnottse at a 
^glaiiw. mako others obey ^-onr wishos. Kain 
_ m lovo. wealth aud power. Imuluablo to enery 
w' man and wonian. executivtw. sale'.iiien. doetoi 
^motheis. ete. «imple. ea'sy «lYstem. Leain at homo 
Jnly 51.10. Send ca.sh. .staiiiDs. or money oider. 
CASAN0VA PUB. CP., 1181 Broadway, New York City. 

THE BRIDE’S BOUDOIR 

Like peeps through private key- 
lioles is this intimate story, re- 
vealed in a young girl’s seeret 
diary. It is the tale of her love 
life, £rom tlie early days o£ euii- 
osity — and eourtsliip through a 
glowing honeynioon lo a tlirilliiig 
cliniax that will stir your hlood 
strangely. A new liplit on ihe 
question of hirth eomrol. A $2 
eeller eut to $1.10, prepaid. Send money order 
or stampe. Sent sealed in plam wrapper. 
CASANOVA PUB. GO., 1181 Broadway, N. Y. Clty. 
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The Master of the Game 
That’s what they ealled 

Knute Roekne 

and iustly so 

Here was a man who stood out as a 
sports idol to the Ameriean publie and 
here is a book whieh tries to be worthy 
of his greatness. 

A POOTBALL GLASSIG 
THE LIFE OF 
KNUTE ROGKNE 

The story of Roekne’s eareer from his | 
humble be^nning as an immigrant 
boy to the pinnaele of fame as the out- 
standing ngure in sport. This life of ' 
“Roek” is written by P. L. Trussell, j 
famous newspaperman, with a hu- 
manity that will toueh you and a fer- 
vor that will thrill. The deseription 
of the great games whieh Roekne gen- 
eralled. With an introduetion by | 
Grantland Riee, tha man who named I 
the “Four Horsemen.” I 

A EOOTBALL GLASSIG ' 

THE LIFE OF i 

KNUTE ROGKNE | 

per eopy ' 

Write for it immediately or just All in I 
the attaehed eoupon and enelose it ' 
with money order, eash or stamps. 

You will reeeiye a eomplete eopy, post- | 
age prepaid, of i 

A FOOTBAIX GLASSie i 


WONDER PUBUGATIONS, ine., 

305 E. 46th Street, N. Y. C. 

Dept. P. 

Gentlemen: 

Please send me a eopy of “The Lifc of 
Knute Roekne.’* Enelased is 25c in eash, 
stamps, or money order. 

Name ... 

Address . 


up and ready for the hoop-a-dooley!” 
Punkie retorted. “We forgot all about 
a wrap but that doesn’t matter.” 

Some twenty minutes after that Wil- 
merding’s sixteen eylinder ear purred up 
the driyeway to the front door into the 
Page’s sprawling yilla. Elmer Wilmer- 
ding, skulking in the shadows of the ton- 
neau, pressed Punkie’s arm. 

“Here’s where I leave you. Good 
luek! Don’t forget to telephone me at 
the inn when you think evcrything is 
ready for the eamera man and reporter 
to appear on the seene.” 

“I won’t forget. So long.” 

The ear stopped long enough for 
Punkie to alight. Another minute and 
she found herself at the softIy ligiited 
entranee into the villa. 

Punkie’s adventures have just be- 
gun. Pollow them with her in the 
next instalment of this throbbing 
serial, in May “Pep Stories.” 


NICE GIRL 

By JAGK WOODPORD 

Belore we go any lurther 
we want to tell you that 
if you pass this story up 
you’ll be passing up one of 
the best things ever! 

This boy Woodford 
knows how to write and 
when his story is about a 
girl — well, that’s all, we 
don’t have to say any more. 

A’nd this girl was not 
only niee—she was wise! 
And she knew what to do 
when— 

But find out for yourself 
in the May 
PEP STORIES 










They dared Officer Kane 


.. and his musie held them speUbound 


E THEL'S house pnrty w.is at ils 
hi'iKht—whon hmldenly thero eamo 
.lU omeiiou» knoekin» iit the door. 
Ethel (1111 to (iiieii it anil—thore .ntood 
I’oliee OtBeer Kiiiie. 

"I wiint to si e th(' man of the 
hoU'«(',” thundei(.(l Ktine. 

"I’m soiry," st:imm('r('d Elhel nt'rv- 
ousIv, "biit my fiithi'r is not at homo.” 

■'Well. ^rh.it's Kdiii' 011 111 h( u iiny- 
way?” contiiiii('(l the olh('(.r stornly, 
"Eviiy oni' on the bloek is eom- 
plainin’ of the noise. I vo u good 
mind to aiiest the iot oT you.” 

Ethel was moi'tilied—what a dis- 
graee! 

•'Oh pli'nso," pleaded Ethe'l. “pleaso 
(lon't do anythinK like that,” 

Then Kano bui'st oiit lauKhiniy. 
‘'lhin't won-y. lassio you w( re all 
hnvin’ sueh a hne time I eouldn't 
hilp dioppin' in,” he e^piatned, 

•Oh." siKhod Ethel, "how you 
fri'jht('ned me. Woii't you ioin us'?' 

Kane Joins the Party 

••Ha,” lauKhed Kane, as the Yielrola 
etai'ti'd aKain. "why 

niiist you play thut 
eiinned inusle (Sin't 
anv of you pliiy this 
henutil'ul pi.mo'/ Suio, 
rd iike td Kive you a 
tuno mystiif." 

‘•1 dare yoii to jilny 
for us.” shouted Ted 
Strong. 

”l'm afraid I'll hnvo 
to be Koin'.” stam- 

mored Kane. embai'- 

rassed, 

"Mr. Kane, I lliink jnii 
nilBlil ldi(' fdr Kie aeier 
the Irlniit jim Ba\e Jii(,' 
s((iil(il Kthd. 

"\Ve!l U'Rnm, nuylie I 
. '(■(1 (lio otHeer 


‘'That’s Kroat—-play anothor.” thoy 
nll shouti'd :i3 the last notos of that 
snaiipy iiia((.h Ron» dit'd away. 

3\.ide ihtn stai-ttd that stir- 
iiiK old soldit't sonB, "On 
tht.' Road to Mandalay,” 
following it with song 
hits fiom thu latest 



A(((l n 
pUdo I 


s be V 


e tlio 


I,(( 1 kI(c(I But 
siopiKd Mhen l.'O 
sirKTk llie /Irst rdlllete^nB 
nate'! of the rodHKU kone 

cf the V«KHlinn(is ” 

■■More—more." 


TirK Yorii 
INSTRILMENT 
Piono Yiolin 

Orgaii ( iariiiet 

( kiiloio l''l((te 

rornet S:i\ophone 

Tromiiono llarp 

l’ieeolo Mandolin 


“Well.” he lauKhed. aa thoy hnally 
let him up from the piano. "I'U have 
to be on my way now,” 

•"rh.ink you for your lovely musie.’* 
said Ethul. ”You must be playing a 
geod many yeai'e V' 
••Sure. and I haven’t 
been playing long at 
ull.” Then the gues- 
tions eame thiek and 
fast. "How did you 
L'vt'r learn so ouiekly?'’ 

UUen d(i \((K nnd tline to 
praeiiee? ■ ’Mlio was your 


lla 


idtur 


•(•i'llo 


Stoel Guitar 
Sight Singing 
1‘i:ino .Yrrordion 
Italion aiid Gorman 
Aeeordion 
Voi(r and bpeeeh 
riiltiir4> 
Ilarmony and 
('ompoHition 
Driims and Traps 
Aut umat ie l-'ingor 
Gontrol 

l)anJo (Pleetrum, 
5-String or Tonor) 


Kane Tells 
His Story 

*'Wfll, tti tell you th« 
truth 1 liad no teaeher l'vn 
alwnys love() musle hut I 
rouldn't toke reeular lea- 
sons on ac(»unt of my du- 
ties as a polieoman Tten 
01(0 o^enlnB I saw a U S. 
Sehool of Musle adyertise- 
(nent, tellln of a now way 
of learnln' to pley I dldn t 
bollere It in\'!olf but I aent 
lor thelr Pree Drmonstra- 


tlon Lasson that tihowed tno hoff Msy R 
was, so 1 wTdto for ilie wliol(j eourse 

•Tliore were no tlresooie soalos or tedloua 
eiereises 1 ployed real plooes almost fro(u 
tho start Nuw I m playln elnssleal num- 
bers or 3azz, hovln’ tlie tlme of my Ule." 

Thla Is r»t the story of lust ona Isolitod 
easo 0\cr hoK o mlllloii prople lia\o 
leariied to play by thls slniple mtthod 
liiu eun too E\cn If you don’t know one 
noto fr(>m anotlier >ou'U grasp U fn no 
ti(no tlrsl It f('77# jou tow to do o tliiKB 

tlien it sTnans \ou how In pletures_then 

you do It j'our'.(tf and hear It 

You teaeh jourself—rlrbt at home—wlth- 
out anj (mlntereMlne Tlneer ererrlses. tedl- 
ous seales or other humdrum methoda, 

Free Booklet and 
Demonstration Lesson 

»T Prarlleal thla eourse la, tho 

U S Sdiool Df Musle liai arraneed a typl- 
eal demDostrailon lesson and eiplanaiory 
booklet wlileb you may hare Prc<i. Tliey 
shiiw how anyon» ean learn to plaj' hU fav- 
orlto Instrumentt by note in less than hoIf 
tho timo ond at a fractl(si of the eost of 
slow methods. Tha Booklnt wlll also tell 
you #11 abnut the amazine new Automolio 
eiwrr Conirol 

Don-t delay—opt at onee—flll In and 
whateypT *®“*’®'* bolow today—no obllsatlon 
{Instrument supplled Jf deilred. eash o' 
cr(;(lit ) t). ». .Seliwil of Musio, 3S310 

BruDswteg Btog., wew Tors eity, 

II. S. Sehool of Musie 
33310 Brunswiek Bldg,, New York 
Pleoso send me your free book, '’Muile 
Lpssons In ^our Own Homa.’' wlth Intro- 
duetlon by Dr, Prank Orane, Pree Demon- 
stratlon Lessoii ond pertleulars of yeur easy 
pniment pltn I am Interested lu tbe lol- 
lowing eourse: 









GelThis 


Tou don't rUk • oent. 
Eitmlno this wonderfuI 
12-ln-l Outnt for your- 
eelf. TOUR MONET 
RIOHT BACE lf yOU 
wsnt It. 


NO 

IHONEYi 


, , WAUl. ] 

At^XERelSERj 


l2-in-l 

Musele Buildin^ 

OUTPIT 


M AN — loob at these pieturesl Th« 
Krentest all around tnusele-buildmtr 
eombmation you ever saw. all in one ereat 
l2-m-l Outlit: Here’s everythine you need 
to deyeloo EVERY musele in vou_r body. 
Tust soend a few minutes a day with that 
snaPDY Wall Exerciser. the biK Ghest Ex- 
pander. tbe aippy RowinBr Maehine and 
the other musele builders ahown here—and 
WATGH THOSE MUSGLES GROWl 
Read list below. The whole works for less 
than a five-dollar bill—with_Comolete Gourse. 
two ereat Books and private sex Lesson 
thrown in. 

GUARANTEE 


Rush Goupon 


lor thls 


^ Bargain 


Here’s What You 6et: 


\No Money Needed 

i. \ J 

My \ 


Mlehael MePaddsn. Osat. B-4 
65 East ilth Strset, Nsw York City 
Dear Mike: Shoot me the worl«C.O.D. \ Just writa nws and sddret» 1. 
ru psy J4 0«. plus aelutl posttaa My \ eoupon AT ONCE. Psy poatman 
monsy baek lf I sm not sstlsAed and re- . «ily S* 08. plus setusl 
tura outflt immsdittely. (Or eneloso $4 98 \ on dellrwy. (Or 
and I pay postsia. Sema Monsy Bsek \ and 1 pay poauge 
luerentee.) 

Name. 


3—Ad}ustsblft Fnot Cear 
fsr building mueaular 
legs. 


rMura outllt ImmedlhUly if 


N Miehael MePedden 
Dept. B-4 
V 55 B. llth St., 

• •\NewYork, N. Y. 


5— Trn - Csble ProorsHlra 
ehsst Exoander (390 
Ibe. reiistenee). 

6 — Prafessionai Skip Repe. 
deyelapt tpssd and 
wind. 


12— Speoiai Confldential Ssx 
Lstson af startlini 
FACT8. 













